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"—_ He huſh d contentment of two ſilent howres, 
a | Breath pleaſing ayres on theſe attentiue carts; 
And fince wee ſee in this well furniſh'd rome, 
| All onr beſt neighbours are ſs kindely mes, 
Wee would deniſe ſome pleaſing 1alke to ſpend : 
The lazie howres of the tedivns night : 
But for our owne inzention, 'twas 100 weake, 
Whereon our young Muſe durſt wholly leane, 
We heere preſent for to rexinea tale, 
Which once in Athens great Eurypedes 
In better phraſeat ſuch a meeting to 
The learn'd Athenians with much applauſe : 
T he ſame we will retell vntoyony eaves, 
Whoſe Atticke iudgement is no leſſe then theirs : 
Fe bere as builders which doe oft take ſlones, 
From ont old buildings,then muſt hew and cut , 
To make them ſquare and fit ting for 4 new 3 
S$# from an old foundation we ham ta.n, 
$ rones ready [quar. d for our new edifice, 
VV hich if in pleaſing our weake 5kif offend; 
In making corners diſproportionate, 
Some reome t00 narrow or ſome loft to high ; 
Tet we wilt hope, if the whole ſiruGnre fall, 
Tour band: like props will ſerne .to beart wp.all. 


Spoken by the Azthonr bim(el/ ' 
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T he names of the eA ors: 


Agamemnon, K&ing of Greece. 
Clytemneſtra, The Dxcent. 


| Tyndarus, Clyremneſtra's /atbey. 
Strophius, Father toPylades, 
Oreſtes,ſon to Agam. 
Pyla rc fon t ror 3Two deare friends. 
EleAra, Danehter to Agamemnon, 


Zegyſthens, Advulterer withClytemneſtra, 
Mylſander. A Fauorite, and Paraſite, 
A young Childe of Egyſtheus 

Nurſe. 

Two Lord;.' 

Chambcrlaine. 

A Boy. 
Attendants, 


The Tragedicof ORESTEs. 
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Aus primus, Sczna prima. 


Enter as from warre,Agamemmon : Clytemneſtra: Oreſtes : 
P plades AE gyſtens 5 CM Calers. 


FOw a faircbleſsing bleſſe my deareſt earth, 
TYAB TA nd like a Bride ado' ne thy royall brow, 
el | With fruits rich Garmnd; a new married Bride 
Iy[ Vnto thy King and Fii*band,who too long: 

Hathleft thee widdowed-:. O, me thinks I fee 
How all my Grecians with vnſatiate lookes T ures to the 
And greedy eyes doe bid mce welcome home : ſpettators 
Each eare that hcares the clamour ſeemes to grieue 
Itcannot ſpeake, andgiuea (welcome King: ) 
Come Clyrtemneſtya, letnor anger make 
His wrinkled ſeat vpon my loues faire brow, 
I haueron long beene abſent from thy bed, 
Chide me for that azz0n,when arme in arme 
| ſhall relate thoſe proicts in lone termes, 
Which when they firſt werea&ted, made Har: feare 
To ſce each man turn'dtoa God of warre. 

(yt. O ny deare Lord, abſence of things wee lone, 

Thus intermixt, makes them the fweerer proue : 
Thar your departure pierc'd my tender ſoule, 
Witneſſe thoſe Chriſtall fl whuch 1n my cyes 
Did make a ſca, when you ſhould goe to ſea, - 
Thoſ- treames which then flow'd from the veines of gricts 
At your returne doe ouerflow the banks. . 
B at 
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The Tragedie of Oreſtes. 
Rut tis withioy. Aygam. Now theſe eares indeed 
Haue chang'd their place: they which were wontto heare 
No muſique but the ſuramoning of -warre 
Blowne thorow diſcords brazen inſtrument, 
Are blgfſed now ihngr oma het re ll 
e-dry'd veynes withyou odagaine. 
| TY Shades other obieFonce, - - 
| Hoy twixethearmes of Greece and 7 voy, 
Hewing downe men,and making euery held 
Flow witha ſca ofbload, now ſee's blood flow 
Iz my Oeſtes cheeke : heauen bleſſe this plant Oreſter 
Sprung from rhe ſap of this now iuiceleſſe oake, kneel. 
ow be thy branches greene, vnderwhoſc ſhade 
T may be ſhaddowed from the heat of warre. 
Riſe young Oreſtes, Oh how it glads my ſoule, 
Tolſee my Qnueceneand Soune, my Sonne and Queen, 
Clyr. Bur come my Lord,true loue {till hates delayes, 
Letno eares firſt be bleſſed with your breath, : 
Till on my breſt reſting your wearied head, 
You tell your warre,wht ethar the field's your bed:-» 
Aga. My Dneen ſhal hage her wil, ſec low timeschange,; 
T that laſt night thoughta,. the world « ſea, 7-0 
As if our common mother carth, had now 
Shot herſclfe wholly into Neprwnes armes, 
And rhe ſtrong hindges of the world had crackr, 
Letting the, moone fall into th' ſwelling wanues, 
Such watry mountaines oft did ſeemeto riſe, 
Andquite o'rwhelme vs, all the winds at warre, 
Banded the ſca one to the others coaſts, 
Tone thinking Neprune gan to ſtriue for heanen, 
Senta new ſca framrthence, and w ith his thunder, 
Bad ſilence.to the waues, they vncontrold, 
Kept ontheirnoyſe, and let their tury ſwell, 
Tuming heauen,carth, ſea;clouds,andall to hell, 
each Troian that was ſauedthen'gan to cry, 
Happy were they that did with 'P 15am Jie. 
{rt glads mee now tothinke, that thatnight was 
No ſtarre, no, not 0rion there appear”, 
Autthis _ s rnd to day,and heere doth ſhine, 


Fora good Ores my inbraced Pneene. 
| Witdf 


The Trazedle of Oreftes. 
With whom her Agamenmor till will tay, 


Till age and death ſhall beare him guite away. 
Exennt A gamenmon: Clyrommeſirg: - cum eater: 


ScEn.LT. 
mance Egyſtens, 


feſt. Nd that ſhallbeere long, tuſh(ſhall be's)flow, 
8 A My vengefull thoughts rel mee thou _ art 

Fic faint Apollo, weakling infant-God,, | . (dead, 

Why wouldſt thou let lame V#/car's hammersbeat ' -- 

Downe thoſe braue Tarrers which thou help'dſt tobuild.? 

Venus, Ifee thou arta womannow, | | 

Which hereare like to take a double foyle, . . 

For me, that whilome reueld in thy campe 

In the ſweet pleaſures of inceſtuous ſheers 

Muſt leate our lou'd vnſatiate deſires: , 

Butnow begin, thoublacke Eumenddes, 

You hand-mayds of great Dss, let ſuch a flame 

Of anger burne mee,asdoth Frn's forge, 

Nn fury,on, our hate ſhall not die thus> 

ll draw my poyſonous arrow to the length, 

That it may hitthe marke andfly with ſtrength. Exits 


ScEn. III. 
Enter Oreſtes: LG plades: 


Oreſt. now my deareſt friend, my other ſelfe, 
My empty ſouleis now fild to the top, 

Brimfull with ladnedſe, and it muſt runne o'r 

Into my deare friends heart: thoſe ſiluer hayres, 

Which Time hath cr6wn'd my Fathers brow withall, 

Doe ſhine within mine eyes, and like the Sunne, 

Extra all droſsie vapors from my foule, 

Like as the earth, whomfrolt hath long benumb'd, 

And brought an Iciedrinefſe on her face, 

Her veines ſo open ata ſudden thaw, 

Thar all plants, fruits, flowers, and tender grafts, 

Kept as cloſe priſoners in their mothers wombe, 

Starts our their heads,and on aſudden doth 


The ſad earths countenance with a ſuguner looke, : 
Jad car , So 


The Tragedie of Orefto. 
$© inthis breſt, here inthisbreſt, Jearefrieqd, 
Whiles Anna tentimes circled jn the world 
Ten clumzieiriters,' and ten lagging ſprings 
Hath With'tny Fathers abſence frozen beene 
All thoughts of ioy, yhichnow ſhall make a ſpring 
In my refreſhedſoule; 
« Things that wee daily ſeeraffeftions cloy, 
. * Hopes long defiredbringthe greatelt toy : 
P31. Nay;but deareCoufin, giuenotthe reines too much 
 Tonew receiucd iqves,leſt'that theyrunne 
W ith fo.much fpeed;that rhey our-breath themſclues ; 
Your Father is come home ; butbeing come 
Should now ſome wilfull afterclap offate 
(Which Omen [ove forbid/{houtd cometo paſſe) 
Bat take him hence agaite! arid crofſe your toy : 
Each ſparke of gladnefſe'whichyou now conceine, 
Would turne a flame; for griefeſtifl on extreme” 
Altring his courſe, turnes to the diners theame: 
Oreſt. Taſh Pyladet, talke not of what may be, 
Wee may, indeed ra'tleareft afternoone . 
Expeta ſtorme. Pyd. 'Yes,and ſachſtormes ofrcome, 
And wet ſhrewdroo,before we pet at home. 
Greſt. Obtit P11 beabove all fatall power : 
| that have ſuch a Father new come home, 
I that haveſucha friend, ſuch too rare gifts, 
Who gave mee theſe gifts, thought no ſcowling frowne 
Of angry fortune e'r ſhould throw mee downe : | 
P31. Callthemnorgifts @reſte;,th'arebutlent, 
Meere lendings friend and lendings we mult pay, 
W hen &'r the owner ſhallappoint bis day. 
Oreſt, Trac, Plider, but ownens view warne 
Their de>ters when they: muſt bring in their funmes3 
But heauens tell mee with tauouring afpets, 
[ till muſt keepe their lenGings, and poſſeſle, 
\With frolike joy;all rheir happineſſe. 
Pl. Truſtnor the heavenstoo much;although they ſmile, 
(Good looks doe mortal hearts too oft beguile : 
The heauens are yſurers ; andas oft *tis ſeen 
A full pouchr churle giue a moſt faire good Euen 
T< his poore Credttor : who truſting that 


The Tregedie of Orefles] 
Hath flackt his payment : on the morrow next 
He hath beene rootedout by the tusky boare, 
W hich gaue thee faire good Enen theday before : 
The heauens can doe thas torn -—— 
Gre#t, Tuſl': mortalls muſt 
Leane on the ſacred Heauen with greater truſt 
Bur it growes farre innight, come letys in 
To morrow ſhall our ioyes afreſh begin. E xenn: 


SceN. IV. 


wEnter A gift, (yt. with naked dagpery, 
A gam. lying in his bed. 


F Cy/t. Night, now onely ſpred thy able wings 
Nuer this clitnate, gather all thy togs 

That they may meet, and makethy face more blacke ; 
Let horrid murder take thee by the hand 

And come along : I hanea prodigie 

Equall to all the murders, all theblood 


That hath been ſhed inall Troyes ren yeeres ſeige He 
So, ſnore returned King ;good Morpherns hang — dvanps the 
Thy leaden weights vpon his drowſie eyes Clit ace. 
Ler him not wake rillhe ſhall ſee himſelfe, 


Drenchrt in a ſea of his vermilian goare : 
Thou doeſt no Ttoian, now no Hetter (care, 
Bur yet I'll ſhew theea new He7orhere. 
(tr. Sce, Vil murnemantoonow, and to the hain 
W hich womenbeare, I'll adde a manly ſtrength, 
My minde does tremble, what I meane to doe 
Breath forth your vapors, O ye ſtygian powers, 
And liſten ti, hatefull womans prayers. 
Pluto Rand by me, for to aide my hand, 
I may ſtrike home now, and performean a*t 
May make Mcdeabluſh, ſhe thought not of : 
Could the old dry bon'd dotard ever dreame, 
Now he had drawn forthall his ſtrengthabroad, 
He could be welcome to lyebedrehere 
And ſupple his numbe ioynts 11 my freſh armes ? | 
SEgn/t. Spoke likea queene, ſpoke like «© gy/ter? _ 
OV 
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The Tragedie of Oreſtes. 


Now great Thyeftes Gents, which didſt prompt 
Mee tn this at, come, be-ſpcRator now, 
And ſee renenge for Athens bloody feaft. 
And thou wrong'd Clytemneſtracall to minde 
How his vnſatiate, luſtfull, l-ath'd deſire 
Doted on cucry female face he aw, 
Rap'r the Prieſts daughter, and fo broughe a plague 
On41l the Grecian hoſt : (7yrem. Mo yes, /Egyſtens,yes 
And rap't yong Briſets from Achillesbed; 
Crowd all reuengefull —_—_— intothis houre , 
Now let thy ſword {et our that luſtfull blood 
Wound hunc/£giſtere, kill himnortar once, Eft + 
Wee'll be true Tyrants, let him fecle he dies * ſtabs him. 
A gam. Helpe Clyremneſtya, helpe me my deare Queene. 
(tytem. Yes dorard £ will helpe thee, thus, yes thus : | 
Remember the Prieſts daughrer : this for her, Sheftabs ; 
And this for Briſeu: Agam ſee, my Grecians, (ec, him. | 
YourKing whichyou 6 gladly entertain'd; 
Set hide thy (elfe in euerlaſting night, 
Or when thou riſeſt let thy bluſhing face, 
Make theſe to bluſh ; ({7yrem., I,fo, curſe on, curſe on ? 
Agam. O Chtemneſtra, O my once deare wife, 
Is this the entertainment that thou giu'ſt ; 
Thy new come husband, gratular'ſt thou thus 
My ten yeers abſence ? ſee theſe froſty haires 
Wonld eucn mooue Hecxbato pitrie me, 
Lonke on theſeagedarmes which in this bed 
Thoughtto haue oO bleſled with thy kinde imbrace, 
{ lyrem. Yes, mine or Caſſandy«'s, 01d adulterer ? 
Agam. Kinſman cgiſtews ; O my deareſt wife 
Whom ſhall I call ; me thinkes you both are mine, 
What T it57, what Hegera hath pur on 
e/£gyſtens and my ( !ytemneſtra's ſhapes ? 
e/£gy/t. Calſt thou vs friends? Stahs him avavie. 
eAgam. O be notfo, and PI notcall you (+; 
Let nor your coward weapons wound this head, 
Thar earſt did ſcorneto ſhrinke at Priams blow. 
O hew me not downe thus for my ſonns ſake, 
Deare (Yyremneſtra for Oreſter ſake. 
Isthis the Troian talehow I ſhould tell! 


The Tragedie of Oreſtes, 


That here great Heftor flew Antiochns, 
And here that Meontiades was laine, 

And poore Protheſilars deare to Laodamic : 
I thought totell hqw theſe men loſttheir blood; 

And ſcemy blood 1s thus let forth at home. 

e£gy/t.Is your hot blood yet cold! Clyr.breath dotard,do? 
You ſhall haue gapes inough tolet your ſoule 
Finde a free paſſagero his feſerued flames. 

Agam. No pitty yet? O then,no pittylight 
On you, nor yours ; butler dire reuenge 
Come learne how ſhe may after handle you : 

O,l am drown'd in blood. and now muſt yeeld 
To murderers weapons ; treaſon win's the field; 
Alas this comming home hath had fizallioy, 
Argos hath worlſer foes then cuer Troy. 

Pore Now I am'(Tytemneſtra right, now I deſeruC "1 
To ade one more to the three Puries, now ; 
Doe I count this more then my nuprtiall night 
'Tis mine, tis thine Egyſthers, and none elſc 
Shallik are a minute of this right, bur we. 

Eeyſt. Me thinks I now goeequall with the ſtarres 
And my proud head toucheth the higheſt pole, 

Harke, Hell applauds me, and me thinkes ilheare A »oy/+ . 
Thyeftes tell me I haue done enough : 

And now I kifſe my hands, whilſt yet they beare 

This tinture on them, and embrace my 2 weene , 

Now made my loue ; Jets1 n, this night the Fatcs 

Hauce amply fed vs witKreuengetfull cates. Exenm, 


SCEMY 


Emer Oreſtes, 4s from his bed, onbuttond 
uw ſlippers, atorchin his hand. 


V ; J Hat horriddreams affright me? I fee natghr 
That 1 ſhould fearc, and yet me thinks 1 teage. 

Mine eyes ſcarce clovg'd,my bufie fancy ſaw 

Aſght that daſht all comforts of the day : 

Me thought my Father lying in his tent, 

Hatefull A chi/les for his wrongcd loue 

Comes in with Briſci,and they two let forth 


Srreames of freſh blood from our his aged fide , 
Wirh i 


T'he Tragdie of Oreſtes, 


\V ith that his Eccho'd ſchticke did makeme wake; 
But I remembred then he was come home, 
And yet I'll ſee him, {till me thinks I quake, 
Doe I {till dreame? arenotmineeyesvuclos'd? he drawes 
Ts thisa torch? yes, 'tis, itburnes, Ifſfee the CHyIAMICE 
] am awake; doenot delude menight ! 
Now ſtand on tiptoes *Ar/as, liftrheanen higher, 
I may haue ayre inough to breath my woes, . 
Olermeyerrecall thy poſting ſoule 
If (aro hauenot hurried thee too falt = 
[f yet thou hatnot drunk ag lethes poole , 
Come backe, andtellmee who itis this night, 
Hath don thisdeed farre blackerthen the night? 
Ha! artthou fledpaſt call? why thou wert old 
Me thinkes thou ſhouldtnot haſte ſofaſt away : 
Was it for this thou fwe'rſt ſooft in Armes |! 
W as itfor this thar the froth ſwelliig foame 
\V hen thy ſhips top touchrHeauen,and deepe plac'd hell, 
That thou mult yeteſcape curl'd Neprun#s waues 
Tobea Palimurus in thy ſhoare 
There drowne thy aged locks in crimſon goare. 
O if one ſparke yetofthy Princely Sonle 
Remaine within thistrunke, now let it ſhine 
And light my ignoranteyes toreade the names 
Of theſe night vultures, whoſe deuouring bills 
Hane made a Tis of thy royall corps: 
Who did not feare great Agamemmon: czpe? 
Arme, arme your ſelues all you, all potint Gods 
You which we terme Iuſt miniſters of Heauen. 
Shoote forked lightning from the marble poate 
Let the all-ſceing eye of heauen ſhoote flames 
W hich may parch vpthe marrow from theirbones 
Should they lye couchti'th breſt a'th Thunderer, 
Urbeentrencht with guards of Furies, 
Heanen, earth, nor hell ſhould keepe them from my {word 
Doſt thou flecpe [>»7 ? O couldſt thou ſmore fo faſt, 
Andletthy great vicegcrenrthus be torne? 
Some of th'immortall powers haue had fathers, 
And know what'”tis to hane them murdercd thus. 
But Iturnc woman now, © | raue out 


— 


The Tragedy of Orefler. 


My paſſions;doe griefe,poure our thy ſelfe, 
That thou mayſt make ronme in my empty heatr 
To fill it with reuenge. 


ScEn. VI. 
Enter C! yeem. oE [47.7 in night-robes. , 


Cyr. He" now? what ayles our ſonne,how now Oreſtes! 
Oreft. O ſome are come now to os me groiuc, 
See, ſeemother, ſee, your husbandand my Father, , 
The King of Greece, great ſhepheard of his Land 
See, ſee him here: She farnes her [elfe to ſmown: vEg.catcheth 
. Cy. Ohelpe now good heauen to keepe my ſexe her fat 
Let me difsemble. /£gyf. Help my Lordsthe 2neen.[ /ing. 
(yt. O why let you not my {-ule, that whilſt he liu'd, 
Was linkt to» bis, and would too now haue fled 
With wing'd deſire to haue beene with him, 
What doe Iliue for, Aganmenmon laine, 
My Lord, my King, my Husband, wake my Lard, 
Whatbloody Trojan Ellowed thee from thence 
To kill thec here, could henot onenjghrt 
Hane let merefted in thy fweet embraces'? 
Muſt he for furenefſe make ſo many holes 
For thy ſweer ſoule to flye to be a Gad? 
O ler my teares be balmeto theſc thy wounds, 
Lermy lips kifſe, and warme thy gelid lips, 
Let my haire wipe theſe clots of bloodaway 
From thy age-honor'd ſide ; Odry yourteares,' 
Ioyne knees and prayers with mee, awake ye Gods, 
And ſendour vows,fince wecan ſend no wounds: The 
Come ſon,we women ſtill know how to curſe, [both kneel”. 
IL cthim that did itbe an Adulterer ; 
e/E gyit, Faith ſhe begins well, ſfure'ſhe knowsrhe man 2 
Clytem. Let himbe conſcious he hathdone a deed 
Deſeruesreuenge, whetheritfallorno ; 
Let him forener beare in minde this night, 
And who 'twas helpt him in this bloodya&. 
A eyſt. Yes, hee'lrememnber hw you curk him now, 
Oreſt. Tf eaer he haue children ler them be 
Murdered before his face,that he may know 
C 
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The Trageate of Oreftes, 


How nature bindesa father and a ſonne, | 
SE ryſt. Now hands I thanke you, now my ſonle: grows 
Had nor he greiu*d thus, I had loſt reuenge. ( glad; 
(!y:. But come my ſonne,now letvstalke of graues, 
OfEpitaphs, and rombs, and's ſoule being fled, Draw the 
Ler slap his Trunke vp ina ſheet of lead. cartaine, and carri? 
: E xeant Clyr. & A£eyſt. manse Oreſt. [him away 
Greit. Me thinks I ſee a Tragedy athand, : 
To which this night hath as a Prologue bin ; 
VI! make a prayer now worthy Arrers grandchilde , 
Let the foule Adder ſting me as I walke, 
The poyſonous toad belch her blacke venom forth 
In my deſpiſed face, letitbe thoughr 
Tneuer had a father, but ſome monſter 
Bred by a ſlimy exhalation ; 
If my reuenge fly not with ample wing, 
Cill then relt ſoule, hate told may loſe his ſting. 


AcT. IL Scern. I. 


E ner Caſſandra ſclaas a mad P ropheteſſe, 


{aſl () Ye dead Troiansleape within your granes, 
O mother that thou hadlt liu'd this night, 

Now thow'ldſt beglad to haueloſt ſo manyſons, 

The Grecians are reueng*d vpon themſelnes, 

{ than ke thee ſonle, that thon keptſt here till now 

To let me ſee Greece ouercome it ſelfe ; 

T line, I line, Pmhere, I liue to feet : 

Ido: not dreame on'c, no, I ſaw the blood 

Run from his ſide, whole Catarackts, all Greecc: 

eApolls how am I boundnow for this 

That I doc onely ſee this happineſſe, 

Heenba, Priame,young Aſtianax 

Looke Heenba, Greece now doth att your woes, 

Laugh Hecuba, for now Elettra weeps : 

And Tynderus heknvwinmt whatto doe: 

Comelittle Cuz, come my Aftianax, 

Oreſtcs 18 ina worle caſe then thou. 


The Tragedie of Oreſtes; 


Still T had uthers for to weepe with me, 
Butnoneare left to laugh now, but my ſelfe ; 
W hat ſhould he feareathome? A conquerer fearc? 
Tis don, 'tis done,leaue fighting Hedox,leaue, 
The Grecians meane to fightagainſt themſclues, ' 
From Tyndars the firſt brand tooke fire 
W hich burnt downe Troy : and now an other here 
Kindles from him, to fet a fire Greece, 
raa innenca ventt, The ſe, patremogue virumy; 
Perdidit, Io letor, Craiasnnenca venit : 
Hellen, thy filter Helten, nay ſhee's thine: 
Whocould haue thought that Heer beingſlaing, 
Old Priame madea ſacrifice to death, 
Troy turn'd to cindars, poore Andromacha 
Dragg'd by her haire to death, Aſtianax 
Sent out o'th worldbeforehe well camein, 
Ha, ha, who could haue thought after all this 
Caſſandra ſhould haue euer laughr againe, 
One houre of laughter following many yeeres ; 
Of diſcontent, doth helpeto ſweeten teares- ExMW. 


Acr. II. Scx x. lil. 
Enter eA eyſthers. Clytem. 
eZoyt.TAiremorning to my 2ucene, nay more,' mylous, 
How likes my ſweet her change of bedfellow ? 

(yt. Looke asa hollow leafelefſefailing oake, 
To whom for that he hath bin her weight too long, 
The carth denies tolend him moyſture, to 
His ſap failes, and he ſtands on a green 
Monglt ſprouting Elms, that they may ſeem more freſk; 
Whilſt hee's but held a monument of yeercs, 
Such one ſecm'd A gamemnon ; 4 dric tree : 
Thou like a ſprouting elme, whom I embrace 
Like twining Iuy, with theſe now-blelt armes, 
Bleſt whil(t this treaſure in them they holdlockt- 

feſt. O who'ld not doe a murder fora woman ! 
Heauen hadbut two things for theGodsreſeru'd 
Fire, and women, when with Giant thought 


Promathers had tane one, Jone in his rage 
C > Threw 
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Threw him the to'ther, bad him keep: *em both, 

O th are rare creatures, they haue ſuch Meandeys, 

Their teares will come and goc with fuch' Art, 

Come now my Queens, one {weet Ambroſian kiiſe,; 

O Ne#ar ! prethe hadſt thou taughtthy teares 

How they ſhould flow before : Cyr. No,trult me lone, 
I knew my teares would foon be at command, ' 

And faith the boy had almoſt mademe weep? 

Really once : werenot my curſesrare ? 

Egyſt. Yes,all was womanlike, but yer thatboy 
Herooke it deepely, would he were wirh his father, 
So gon, it skills not how, were he away 
We woulda freely all nur luſtfull play : 

Clyr. Obut my lone,hee's mine ; nor can the rauer. 
Dig her ſharpebeake into her owne birdsbreft ; 

He will forget his father : woew4ll breake, 
Tis not the greateſt griefethatmoſt doth ſpzake. 

F gy/t. Obut heelldearea ſtill ſupiriouseye ; 
And whoin bloudy Scenes doth a a part, 
Thinks euery eye doth penetrate his heart. 

Nor can we ere be free, or I inio 

True pleaſures, we muſt be but thecuesat molt, 
Cloſe indelights, and hane a Pander ſtill 

Tobe a Faftor, *twixt thy bed and mine 

This we could hane before, whatnow we doc 

The world ſhould fedone,andapplaud it too . 

Chr. Why mydeare Loue, Ithat would ſer my hand 
Toitainc my marriage ſheets with husbands blood 
Would let theſe hands inftrutednow in ill, 
Notleaueone arme of that yprooted tree; 

Couldbut «Af gyſthews ginie me ariy hope, 

That from this top there ſhould oneſpreading branch 
Grow vpandfiouriſh.- «gy. Now thou art thy ſelfe, 
Yes, yes myloue, there ſhall one ſpring fromvs 

Shall bea lofty Pine, let thisbe cropr, 

Murder muſt murder guard, 'guiltaddetoguilt, 

After one drop whole ſtreams of blood beſpilt. Fa/4znway. 


SCEN, 


The Trapeaie of Oreftes «. 
SCEN. III. 


- 


Enter Pylader : Oreſtes: Elettra: Strophine. 


Fare friend; what mean you,to o'rwhelme your ſelfe, 
In ſucha ſea of griefe ? Oreſt. Father deare Agamen. 
Pyl. Nay letthis tempeſt fall, thou haſt loſt a father, 
Why, tis but change, my father ſhall bethine, 
I'll be thy brother, nay, VIlbe thy ſelfe, 
Weepe when thou weep'{, and where thou go'ſt Il goe, . 
And bring thee.on thy pilgrimage of woe. 
Ele&. Brother, looke vp,haue notT loſt a father ? 
Yes, and woulda riuer of treſh teares 
Tume Lethes ſtreame, and bring him fromthe wharf, . 
With a North gale of windy blowing fighs, 
I would expire my ſoule, become all reares. 
Stroph. Come, you haue loſt a father, La brother, 
The Queene a Husband, all the Land a King, 
Yet all thi's butaman ; Therefore muſt die: 
Our woes may all be in oneballance poys'd, 
His booke of life the Fates had ouer-read, 
Andturn'dthe leafe where his laſt period ſtood. 
Now an immorrall wreath circles his brow, 
And makes him King in heauen, who was before 
At moſt a God on earth ; Hence difference ſprings, 
Kings are earths Gods,and Gods are heaucnly Kings. 
Oreſt. Let vs ioyne wordsthen now,and Swan-like ing,” 
The dolefull dirge to a departed King : 
Thou friend didlt of this miſery dine, 
Therefore the burthen of the ſong is mine: 
Words Orators for woegwhich plead the cauſe, 
When griefe's the Iudge and ſighs are all the lawes, 
Each onea ſob, for D:apaſonbeares, 
Our tunes ſhall drowne the muſique of the ſpheares : 
O what Hir»do with vnſatiate thirſt, 
Could draw the blood from our thoſe Princely veynes, 
From whence flowes comfort to ſo many ſoules. (Spres b# 
Mother,when wept you laſt, heere take a ſcarfe mother, 
Wy your eyes,now.by love you need none; goes to ber: 
w 


arfhine ofcomforthath dri'd vp your reatfy ? ' 
C3 Our . 
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Clyt. Our ſonne*'s too fawcie with his mother Queene ; 
\W hy, Sir, ſhall you tell vs a time to weepe ? 
Oreſt. Vs? good : Whois't makes the plurality ? 
"was wontto be my father, does he liue ? 
{1yr. Six, curbe this lauiſh ſpeech,or V1! forget 
You are n ſome, and make you but a ſubieR. 
e£7y/t.Good Couſinaddenordrſobedience 
Vnto your mothers grietes. Ozrft. My mother, no, 
She is nothere,no,ſhe hath hid het ſclfe 
In ſome odde nooke,or angle vnpercciu'(!, 
She mightnot ſcethis impions ſtygian world. & (ſheath? 
Chr. egiſtkens, canſt thou ſtill ſuffer thy dd! ſword rth 
Take the ranke head ſrom this o'r-growing weed. 
$tio. Remember C lytemneſtra, he's your {ſonne. 
Clyrt. He is ſo,and I'll carne him t9 beſo: 
Had I a brazen bull, it ſhould be hear, 
Hotter then for the Tyrant : Diſobedient ? 
Morc harſh then Adders hifles is thy voyce, 
Sir, you ſhall die but witha lining death, 
He {ti]1 Chall live butline to know he dies; 
W hofſtraitthreats death, knowes notto Tyrannize. 
E xeunt eF eyſthen,( lyremneſtra. 
S$tro. Whattemper's growne on the diſtrated ncene ! 
Hath griefe conceiu'd for her late husbands death, 
Brought her fo farre, ſhee hath forgother ſelfe ? 
Oreſt. No Vncle,no,by heauen, I doe ſuſpeR, 
O, my propheticke ſoule diuines much ill : 
Well, Lwill flie, but heare this ſtratagem, 
Tt ſhall be umor'd rh'care o'th Court 
I was found dead, Pl put a new ſhape on, 
And line alone, to hearc how things goehere. 
Pyl. Nay,not alone Greſtesr,whulit I lue, 
Shouldſt make thy bed ypon the rigid Alps, 
Or frozen { anca'u,wrapt in ſheets of ſnow, ' 
Fdfrecze vnto thy ſide; we willtelltales 
Of Trojan warriers,and depoſed Kings, 
Tell of ſtrange ſhipwracke, of old Priam: fall, 
How mad Andromacha did teare her hayre, 
W hen the wild horſes tore braue Hers limbs : 
Wee ll thinke they all doe come,and weepe with vs M & 
riere 
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Gricfe lones companions,andit helpeth woe, 
When ir heares cuery one grone forth his (Oh) 
It eaſeth much, and our plaints fall more ſweet, 
When a whole conſort, in one tune doe meet. 
The halfe-dead ſhip-man, which hath ſhipwracke borne, 
Seeing many drown'd,it makes him lefſeto mourne : 
It made Dexcalioncare the lefſe ro die, 
When hee had all the world in company. 
Thus we will fir, andour teares turnes ſhall keepe, 
Thou for thy father, I for thee will weepe ; 
If ators on the ſtage hauing no cauſe, 
Bur for to winne an hearers hands applauſe, 
Can let fall teares,weell thinke wee Atorsbe, 
And onely doe but play griefes Tragedie. 

Oreſ#, O,but dearc friend, ſhould webura@ aparr, 
The play being ended, paſsion left the heart, 
An1 we ſhould ſhare of ioy, butmy whole age 
Muſt neuer moue from off this wofull Stage: 
But we muſttake our leane ; Vncle,farewell, 
Remember what I ſpake ; andSiſter, you 
Muſt tarry here,my thoughts ſhall buſied be, 
To finde the man thatler my father blood ; 
Can I but finde e/Eryſthens did conſent, 
To fpill one drop,O I woutd pierce his heart 
W1th venom'ddaggers,and fo butcher him, 
Thar all Apo/17; kill in phyſicke hearbs, 
Nore/£/cnlapins thi Epidcarian God, 
Should kcepe his ſoule uut of ©ni”s hand ; 
Come my . wr friend,to all the reſt farewell, 


If heauen relate itnot,I'll know'tfrom hell. 
Exennt Pylader: Oreſtcr. 


ScEN .LIHI. 


Enter (FE gyſterns: Clytemmeſiya: Myſandcy: Strophites 
Elettra anothrr way. 


/E£01/t. V V Hat,is Oreſtes fled? ſure there's ſome plor, 
If youdeare Queen, butſearch Clit, well, 

You'll finde ſhe knowes whither her brothers gone, 
{'tyt. Ifinher hearathere be buclod;'dathought, : 
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Vnknowne to mee this hand ſhall rip herbreſt, 
And ſearch her imparts: but IIlfinde it our. 
Myſander, call Elettra 
£71/t. O,were that moat tane from our comforts beams, 
No cloud could euer then o'rſhade our ioyes, 
His life muſt be cutoff without delay, 
Miſchiete by miſcluete findes the ſafeſt vvray : 
Bur here's EZttra:; 
Clyrt, Why, how now Minion, what a blubbering ſtill 
Huswife,pray vyhere's your brother, where's wor Ao > 
left, Mother, pray wher's my father, wher's your husband, 
Haile to my gratious Queene, here's one at doore * (Enter 
Brings you a meſſage, hee vvill not relate Strophins, 
Toany,but your ſelfehe fates tis ſad. and ſpeaks. 
(yt. Why,the more diſmall, the more vvelcome'tis, 
Butasfor you. Ele. Good mother doe your worſt, 
No plague can ener make me more accurſt, 
Nothing is worſe then death, that PIlnotflye. 
Cyr. Yes, life is worſe to thoſe that faine vvould dic. 
But vvhere*sthe meſſenger ? 


$ CEN. V. 


Enter Nuncins. 


VV Hart whirlewind riſing from the wombe of earth 
Doth raiſe huge Pefion vnto Ofſ#'s top, | 

Thatborh being heapr, I ſtandvpon them both { 
And with an hundred Stenter-drowning voyce, 
Relate vnto the world the ſaddeſt tale, 
That cuer burdned the weake iawes of man : 

eAgy/t. Why, what portentuous newes? Amaze vs not, 
Tell vs what er tbe. 

Nur. Were my minde ſettled, would the gellid care, 
Thatfreezeth vp my ſenſe, ſet free my ſpecch, 
[ would vnfold a tale which makes my heart 
Throb in my intralls : whenlI ſeeme to feet. 
- Clyr. Relate itquickly, hold's not in ſuſpence- 

Nun. Vpon the mount cf yonder riſing cliffe, 
Which the earth hath madea bulwarke for the ſea, 
Waoſe peerleſſc head is from the ſtreames ſo high, 
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That w hoſoe'r lookes downe, his braine will ſwim 


Witha vertigo: The ſpace remou'd ſo farre 
TheobieR from the eye, thatarall ſhip 
Seem'da ſwift flyingbird: vponthistop 
Saw I two mcn making complaints to heauen, 
One's voyce diſtin Ay ſtill cry*d, Father, King, 
Great Agamemnen: whoſediuner ſoule 
Fled from thy corps, exil'dbybuchers hands, 
His fricnd ſtill foughtroKkeepe his dying life 
With words ofcomfort,that it ſhouſdnot ruſh 
Tooviolently vpon the hands of Fate. 
Hedeafe as ſea,to which he made his plaints, 
Srilbkeryed our, A gamemmon, IT will come, 
And finde thy bleſſed ſoulewheree'r it walke, 
In whatfaire Tempe of ©/iſm 
So Cc'r itbe, my ſoule ſhall find it our ; 
W ith that his friend knit him within his armes, 
Strining to hold him. but when twas no boor, 
They hand in hand, thus plung'd into the maine. 
Strait they aroſe,and ſtrin'd,me thought, for lite, 
But ſwelling Neprwnenot regarding friends, 
\W rapttheirembracedlimbs in following waucs. 
Vntill at laſt, their dearedeparting foules 
Haſtned to Styx, and Ino more cloud ſee. 

S:ro. O, *twas Oreſtes, *twas my Pylades, 

W hicharme in armedid follow him to dearh. 
Elet?, O) my Oreſtes, Omy deareſt brother 
Tis he, 'tis he that thus hath drown'd himſelte. 

e/E£ryſt. Why,thenif Agamemnon and his ſonne 
Hauc brought their leafe of liferothefullend ; 
I am Thyeſtes funne,and the next heyre, 
To ſit in' Argos Throne of Maieſty. 
Thanksto our Alpherrs (ca, who ag rad ſtriu'd 
To gratifie eAFgy/tb-xs, raig'd his force, 
And gatheredall his warers fo one place, 
They mightbe dceepe inongh to drowne Oreites ; 
But come my Queene, lct vs command a feaſt. 
To get a kingdome, whco'Idnot thinke it good, 
Toſwimynto it through a ſea of blood, 
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A c T.III. ScEn,. I. 
Enter Tyndarns : Miſandey. 


T ynd. O Vr daughter ſend for vs? how fares ſhe? well ? 
She mourncs I'm ſure for her husbands death. 
Mifſ. My Lord, ſhee tvoke it ſadly at the firſt : 
Bur time hath lefſen'dir. Tyzd. I, griefe ſoone ends 
That flowes in teares;they ſtill are womens fricuds: 
But how is't rumord now in Argos, though, 
That eAgamemnondyde. Myſ. Why, hee wasold, 
And death thought beſt roſceiſe on him athome, - 
Tynd. 'Twasa long home, hee gotby comming home, 
Well,well, M:{c:der, Tlike not the courſe, 
The peoples murmure makes my cheekes tobluſh, 
Me:iſ. My gracious Lord, who truſts their idle murmure, 
Muſt neuer let the bluſh goe from his cheeke, 
They are like flagges growing on muddy banks, 
W hoſe- weake thin heads blowne, with one blaſt of winde, 
They all will ſhake, andbend themſclucs one way; 
Great mindes muſt not eſteeme what ſmall tongues ſay. 
All things in ſtate muſt ener hauc this cnd, 
The vulgar ſhould both ſuffer, and commend, 
Ifnor for loue,for feare; greatmaieſty 
Should doe thoſe things the vulgar dare not fee. 
T ynd. O,Sir,but thoſe that dvt commend for fcare, 
Noe in their hearts a ſecrct hatred beare. 
Euer learne this; the trucſt praiſe indeed, 
Muſt from the hcart,and not from words proceed. 
I feare ſome foule play: doth e&gy/thens meanc, 
Then totally for to inueſt himſclfe 
In Agamemnons ſeat? Where's young Oreſtes ? 
Miſ. Why my Lord? hee for the great griefe conceiu'd, 
Being young, not knowing well torule himfelfe 
With {way of reaſon, ranne vpon his death, 
Andthrew himſelte with my Lord Srrophins ſonne, 
Into the midſt of A [phers, lo was drovwn'd. 
Tynd. How took my daughter that? M5/,W hy,wiſely too, 
Andlike her ſelfe ; notbeing indeſpaire : 
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Her royall wombe will bring forth many more, 
Shall be as deare as &'r Oreſtes was. 
7nd. I fearc heauen cannorlooke with equall eyes 
Vpon ſo many deaths, but meanes to {end 
Plague after plague ; for in a wretched ate, 
One ill begets another diſmall Fate ; 
Bur goe and tell my daughter I will come, 
And helpe to ſolemnize her nuptiall night : 
Her haſty wedding,and the old Kings neglect, 
Makes my conieRurall ſoule ſome 1ll fuſpeR.,, - Exenn. 


SCEN. IT. 
”_ Enter Oreſtes, and Pylades. 


Oreſt. F F cuer God lent any thing to earth, 
W hereby itſeem'd to ſympathize with heauen, 

Itis this ſacred friendſhip : Gordian knot | 
W hich Kings, nor Gods, nor Fortune can yadoe. 
O what Horoſcopus, what conſtellation, 
Held in ourbirth {o greatan influence, 
Wh'chtone affection in two mindes vnitcs? 
How hath my wo beenethine, my fatall ill 
Hath ſtill b-ene parted, and one ſhare beene thine! 

Pyl. Why,deareſtfriend, ſuppoſe my cafe were thine, 
And I had loſt a father, wouldit not thou 
In the like ſort participatemy griefe ? 

Oreft. Yes,witneſſe heanen I would, 

P34. So, now thou haſt loſt a father, 

Oreſt. Trae, P3/ades,thou putit me well in mind, 
I hane loſt afather,adeare, deare father, 
A King, abrane 01d King,a noble ſouldier, 
And yethe was murdered : O my forgettfull ſoule; 
Why ſhould not I now drawe my yengetull ſword, 
And ſtrait-way ſheath it in the murderers heart? 
Alſinos ſhould neuer haue vacation, 
Whilſt any of our progeny remain'd. 
Well,I will goe. and ſo maſſacre him, 
I'll teach him how to murder an old man, 
A King, my Father,and ſo daſtardly a 
To kill him in his bed. Py/. Alas,Greſte: ! 
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Grictedoth diſtratthee: who iſt thou wit ſil? 
reſt. Why, he, or the,or they that kill'd my father, 
Pyl.I, whoare they? Oreſt. Nay,I know nor yet, 
But I will know. Py4.Stay thy vengeful thoughts, 
And ſince thus long we haue cſtrang'd- onr ſclucs 
From friends and parents, lets thinke why iris, 
And why we haditnoyſecdin the Court, 
We both were dead;the cauſe was thy reucnge, 
Thar if by any ſecret priate mcanes, ; 
We mightbur learne who'twas, thatdrench'd thei; ſwords 
In thy deare fathers blood, wee then would ronze 
Blacke Nemeſis in lames from out her cauc, 
And ſhce ſhould bethe ympire in this cauſc. _ 
Mans foule is like a boyſtrous working ſea, 
Swellingjn billowes fr diſdaine of wrongs, 
Andtumbling vp and downe from day to dy, 
Growesgreatcr ſtill in indignation, | 
Turncs malecontent, 1n pleaſcleſſc melancholly. 
Syending her humours in dull paſsion, ſtill = 
Locking her ſenſes in vncloſed gins, 
Till by reuenge ſhee ſets at hiberty. 
Oreſt# O, now'my thirſty ſoule expe ts full &raughts 
Of Artes boyling cap: O, how rwo'ld eaſe 
My heayrt, to ſee a channell of his blood, 
Streaming from hence to hell; that killd my father, 
Py. I,butdearefrignd, thou muftnorletrage looſe, 
And hike a furious Lyon, fromwhoſe lenne | 
The forreſter hath ſtolncaway his young, | 
Hee miſsing it, ſtrairrunnes with open iawes | 
On all he meets, and nener hurting him | 
Thatdid the wrong;wife.men muſt mix reucnge 
Withrcaſon, whichby prouidgnce will prompr, 
And tell vs where's the marke, whereart weaytme. 
Till then in Cinders wee'll rake vpour gricke, 
Fire thus kept, ſtill liues,but opencd dies, 
From ſinalleſt ſparks great flames may one dayriſe. 
Oreſt. True, friend, but, O, who cuer willreueale 
This hideous at 1! what power ſhall wee.inuoke ? 
Pyl. Yes, harkenfriend, I haue bethought a meanes; 
Not diſtant farre from this place where we liue, _ 
cre 
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There tandsa caiie hard by a hollow oake, 

In a low valley where no Sunappeares, 

No muſique euer was there heard to ſound ; 

Bur the harſh voyce of croking ominous rauens, 

And fad Nyctimine the bird ofnight,! 

There's now a ſhed vnder whoſeancient roofe, 

There ſometimes ſtood an Altar for the Gods, 

But now flow creeping time, with windy blaſts 

Hath beaten downe that ſtately Temples walls, 

Defac't his rich built windows, and vnril'd 

His battlemented roofe, and made itnow 

A habitation, nor for God,nor men : 

Yetauold woman, who doth ſeem to ſtriue 

With thevaſt building for antiquity, 

In whoſe rough face time now hath made ſuch holes, 
As in thoſe vnconrth ſtones ſhe there hath made 

Her ſelfe a cell, wherein to ſpend her age; 

Her name's Canidia ; greatin Magique fpclls, 

At whoſe dire voyce, the gods themſclues would quake, 
To heare her charme the ſecond time pronounc't. 

One that can know the ſecrets of Heauen, 

And in the ayre hathflying miniſters, 

To bring hernews from earth, from ſea, from hell: 
Which, when thick night hathcompaſ*r in the worlc, 
Then doth ſhe goe to Tad mens granesand romds, 

And ſucks the poyſonous marrow from their bones, 
Then makes her charme, which ſhe nere ſpent mvaine, 
Nor doth ſhe come as ſuppliant to the Gods, 

But making frebr, and Heauen to quake, 

She ſends a ſpell drowning infernall thunder, 

By which all ſecrets that were cuer don, 

In faire white parchment writ im lines of blood, 
Lockt in the inmoft roome of hell it ſelfe 

Is brought vnto her : andby her we may 
Hauceleaue t» looke in 'P /zto's regilter, 

And read the namesofthoſe moſt loathed Furies, 
Which rent thy Fathers ſoule from out his truncke, 
Bur ſhe muſt ſee thy Fathers dead bones firſt, 
Them wemuſtbring her, for by them ſhe works: - 
This zf thou dar'it aflay , TI goealong. 
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Oreſt. If Idarc aſſay? yes, yes, deare friend, 
Were itto burſt my Af am ſepulchre, 

And wake his Mayes , ſhew them Radamaxth, 
Their iterated ſight will burne my foule 

With ſuch a fparkling flame of dire rcuenge, 

As Neſſs ſhirt didburngreat Hereales, 

It that the ſcrowle which d1dcontaine theirnames, 
Werc in alake of flaming brimſtone drenchr, 

I'd take it out,or fetch't from Plurss armes:; 

-But come ; Ifeatth haue ſuch a creature as can tell, 
Twill fauc a journey tor this once trom hell, 


Scen. I[IT. h 
E ner A gyſt.(tlytem.Tynd. Mſpander Strophins, fleftrg, 
cu78 cet. with a crown. Agyſt. aſcends the: hrone, Mi- 
andey crownes him: Clytem. great with chidd. 
Ay/. A LL year:s ofhappy dayes,all hour es of Toy 
| ASocircle in thy ſtate, as doth this crown 
Wreathand combine thy princely temples in, 
All ſpeak! Toxe (till proteQt «/fgyſtherss. 
AEgy/t. Thanks to my Fathers ſubies- 
Now Argo: {wellvprtothe brim with ioy, 
And f{treams of gladaes low on Tyndarw, 
Now made our Father;ſce old King, ſec here's 
My ucene doth meane to make thee a grandfather, 
See how thy royall blood ſhall propagate, 
Whoſe Kingly «drops like heauen diſtilling dew 
Shall addc freſh life vnto thy withered roote. 
T yn. Yes, but /£gyſthers, there were aries before 
Grew on thistrec,; but the Fate; enutous ax? 
Hath cut thein off before th'ad time. to ſproute : 
{yr.O Sir, theFates nzcds mult haue leaue to make 
Wayesf..r themſelues to mannage what they doe : 
Had Agamemnon and Orcſtesliu'd, 
They couldnor then handGtcſt me withrheſe gifts : 


Still when the heauensand Fates doe worke their will, 
They intend good, though ſomerimes there com ill ; -, 
T ynd.O) but pray /ewc the Fates now w re not fore T, 


Burdecdslike woxds no mancan ere reca”', 
Bee't good or ill ; once, don, we mult beare all. 
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ComeFather fit we downe,andmake a feaſt , They /zt ro rhe 
Togladour hearts; Heauen ſtill doth for the beſt. feaſt 
Srroph. O let mylatterage notliue to ſce 
c£giſtens weare great Argus diademe : £ 
Elf. Fearcnot good vncle,there wilbeatime 
To pull him downe, although heyerdoth climbe : 
Tynd. W ho cuer truſted much on fortunes gifts, 
On wife,on ſtate,on health, on friends,on hands, 
May looke on Agamemnons comming home: 
Fortune me thinksne're ſhew'd her power more, 
How quickly could ſhe turn her Fatall ſword 
Vpon hisbreſt , that thoughe himſclfe paſt harme, 
Shc that had v{'d death likean angry dogge, 
Holding him vp, when thathe ſhould hauebir, 
W hcn al the game was paſt,and's fury laid, 
The King being paſt all danger, ſafe at home, 
Then he ſlip's coller, neuer vntill then; 
And fortune ſhe ſtood hiſsmg of him on, 
Tilthe had torne the good Kings ſoule away, 
eſt. Nay but good Father let paſſe elegies, Clyr:/cems 
Youdraw freſh rears nowtrom your daughters cics, ro weep 
Who ſhedcnoughbefore at's kmerall, 
Ler's talke who are to line, not whoared:ad ; 
And thinke whatprogeny ſhall ſpring from vs 
May beare your Image ſtampt vpon the face, 
This we muſt talke of now, nor whatgriefs palt 
Bur of the ioy tocom?2 ; e/£gyff, My Qncennotwell ? 
Now good Elettrs looke ynto your mother, (yt. rieth 
Lacind bc propitious to the burth ; from the table. 
Why,willnotnow a young -gyſtheres be, 
As gcatefu!laz an old Oreſtes wa; ? 
Thou times goodleng-hener,rge, poſterity, 
Spread thy ſclte ſtill ypon Af gx/tbens line, 
Helpe metotreafare vpantiquity, 
And from Thyeftes loyns let ipringan heire, 
Shall euer fit in great ſhyeftes chaire, E xennts 


-— 


The Trapedie of Oreftes, 


| SCEN:'IV, 


Enter P lanes On Oveſtec, with his arme ful of 
a dead mans bones aud aScall. 


P3/ad. \ Jeare to this ſhady groue,where neuerlight 
Appeares,but when 'tis forced with ſom charm, 

( an:dia dwells,in ſuch a dusky place, 

That the night goblins feare to come to0 neare it, 

Here leths knocke. Oreſt. Nay, Pyl:d-7,'ec here, 
'Ogiuc me leaue to deſcant on thete bones : 

This was my Fathers ſcull; but who can know 

Whether it were ſome ſubies (cull, orno : 
Wherebe.theſe Princely eyes, commanding face, 
Thebraue Maicſtickelooke, rhe Kingly grace, 

W her's the imperious frowne, the Godlike ſmile, 

The gracefull tongue, that ſpoke aſouldicrs ſtile? 

Ha, ha, worms cate them : conldno princely looke, 

No line of eloquence writ in this booke , 

Command, 4 >r yet perſwade the worms away ! 
Redellious worms/coulda King beare no {way ? 

Iniurious worms !whatcwuld no fleſh ſeruc, 

Bur Kings for you? By heauen you all ſhall ſteruc : 

Had I but known't ; what muſt my father male 

A teaſt for you ? Oyedenouring creatures ! 

Pyla. Now ſome: Archil:c: to heipe him make 
Vengetull Iambiques, that would make thuſe worms 
Toburſt themſelues; Paſsion muſt pleaſg 
lt ſelfe by words, griefe told it ſclfe dorfi caſe. 

Oreſt. You cowardly bones, would you be thus vncloth'd 
By little crawhing wormes ! by /oxe 1 ncucr thought 
My Fathers bones could c're hauebecnc ſuch cowards : 

O you vngratcfull wormes how haue you vt'd him ; 

Sectheir ingratitude : O ambitious creatures, 

How they {till domincere, or'e a King; carcaſſe, (che crown 
Pyla. How could they thinke 072-5, when thoucamſt to 

That thou ſhouldſt beare, that the(e ſhould eate thy farher, 
Ore#. True? Pylades,ſhonld not T rend their maws, 

Deuiſc ſome new tortures? O moſt horrible treaſon, 

That worms fhonld come vuro agreat Kings facc, _ 
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Andeatehiscyes: why,I would vndertake 
Bur at one ſtampe to killa chouſand of 'em; 
AndI will kill theſe: Stamps vpn then. 
Goe you Kings-eating creatures : I will marre 
All your di x Vion Pylad. Alas, where be his wits? 
Heltands declaming againſt ſenſclefſe worms, 
And turnes more ſcnſlefle then the worms themlſclues ; 
oy. now the oracle ie _— _ . 
e great cian, now the { entawrs e 

Shall be mars, to all future yeers, 
And now tranſcend Proſerpma's inuention, 
Ha, haſt thou found them our, ha, were they worms? 

Oreſt.. O prethe laugh notat me me,call ber,callher ; PyY. 
W hilſt I ſtandgathering vp my Fathers bones, (inocks. 
His deare ifiected bones ; O,I remember, here 
Ran the ſtrong ſinews, ,twixt his knitting ioynts, 
Here to this bone was ioyn'd his Princely arme, 
Here ſtood the hand that bare this warlike ſhield, 
And on this little ioynt was place'tthe head, 
That A:las-(1kebare vp the weight of Greece, 
Here, here berwixt theſe hollow yawning iaws 
Stood oncea tongue, which with one little word 
Could hane commanded thouſand ſouls to death : 
Good hands indure this your weighty taske, 
And goodeyes ſtriuenot to make moyſt his bones 
With weeping teares : 
Whar ſin's our Procuſtes ever could 
Hane hackt a King into ſuch things as theſe ; 
Alas her's cuery part now ſodeform'd, 
I know not which was his, yetall was his. 

Sound infernall Muſiques 


SCEN.V. 


Enter (anidia, like an Enchannreſſe. 


Oreſt. yRoteR vs O ye Miniſters of Heauen, 
Stand neare me my good Genius, my ſoule hath loſt 
His humane funQion, at this helliſh ſight. 
Can. Who is't diſturbs our caue, what meſſenger 
Hath Pl*ro ſent, that would y- oughtfrom vs, 


Whar 
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W hat are you, ſpeake, Camaia cannot ſtay, 
Pylad. Prompt vs ſome Ghoſt, 

Great feare of earth, and gouerneſle of nature, 

Tu whoſe deepe cloſet of that facred heart. 

Are written the charaQers of future Fare; 

And whar is done, or what muſt bethon know(ſt : 

W hoſe words make burning Acher2ngrow cold, 

And 7ove leaue thundring, when he heares thy name, 

To thee wecome: O turne thy ſecret booke, 


Andlooke whole names thou there ſhalt {ce inſ(crib'd 


For murderers, reade or'call the catalogue, 
Vnrill thou findeſt there, engrauen thoſe 
Which kild the King of Greece, great Agamemnex. 


Oreſt. Y es,he that did owe theſe bones whichworms hane 


It isnot now one of the meaner ſort 
That cranes this boone,bur *tis the heire of Greece, 
Heire onely now but to my Fathers graue ; 
I not coramand, but my aſtoniſht ſoule 
Entrcats to know. 
If ia thy booke itbe.not yet put downe, 
CothmandtheGods to valocke the gates of Heauer ; 
And fetch forth death, command him to relate 
W ho”*twas put Agamenmon in tis hands, 
This is oar buſiaeſſe, this, great prophetelſe, 
Made vs approach to thy moſt hallowed cell. 
Can. Ho, ho, ho, T tell thee fond young Prince ! 
A leſſcr power thou mighrſt haue implor'd, 
Which mighttanevrg'd th'vnwilling ends to this : 
Our dire enchantments carry ſucir a force, 
That when the ſtars, and influence of heauen, 
Haue fucktthelincly bloud from out mens veyns, . 
I at my pleaſure bring itbackeagain: ; 
I knew each houre inthe Troian fight, 
What Grecian, or whatPhrygian ſhould die, 
And fierce Achilles had no ſooner pierc't 
Great Hefor: fide, bur fate did ſend me word : 
Earth,Sea, deepe hos, alt theſtony hills, 
Will ope rhem{clues ro ſhew me prodigies ; 
Night will vnmaskeher brow, to let me ſee 
- Whatblacke conce ptions teeime within her vzombe. 


(cate; 
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Oreſt. O rhen relate great Miftreſſe ofthy Arr, 
The things wecraue : ( ar. whattime ofnighris't * 
P;l. Vponthe ſtroke of twelue. 
Cn. Straite when a cloudy Euen clapp:th the Ayre, 
Andalllight's drench't in miſty Acheron, 
W hen theblacke palpherys of the full cheekr moone, 
Hane gotbchinde this parta'th Hemiſpheare, 
And darke A/{dcbor, and is mounted high 
Into the fable Ca/-12peras chaire, 
Andnight ful mounted in her {ext of jet, 
Sits wrapt within acabinetof clonds, 
W hen ſerpents leaue to hifse, no dragans yell, 
No birds doe ſing, no harſh tun'd toads doe croake, 
The Armenian Tyger, andrhe rauenous woolfe, 
Shall yecld vpall their tyranny toſleepe, 
And then none walke but hells diſturbed fpirits, 
Children of night, ſuchas belong to me, 
I'll ſhew thee thy deſire ; gine me theſe bones. 
Oreſt. Here, take them M=ther, vie them gently, 
They were a Kings bones once; O not {ohard. 
('an, Why ſenſlefie boy, doſtthinke that I reſpeR 
A Kings dead bones, more then an other mans; 


O they ſmell rankly; 1, this ſent doth pleaſe, Smels to 
But I muſt now to worke : why Sagana. ( them. 


Pylad. Looke here thon King oF Greece, fond Monet, 
Thou which didſtbring ſo mmny goodly ſhapes, Tak: vp the 
Into ſuch things as theſe, andall for Helen, (/cn@, 
Which wher. the worms bredof her dainty ficſh, 

Shall have knaw'd off her tender rabie lips, 
Andlett her gumleſſe, looke vpon her then ; 
And thou wouldſtenen diſgorge thy cle to {ec, 
Such purride vermin to lye kifsing her. 
Oreſt. This head had once aroyall diad-me, 
Now knock ir, beate it, and*twill n="re cry treaſon, 
{ an, \W hy Sagan. | | 
Greſt: There wasa plaver once vpon a ſtag, \ 
\\ hoſtriningto preſenta drcery faſsion, 
Broaght out the vrne of his late buricd ſonn”, 
[t might the moreafe& him, and draw teares: 
But T. as if I had no paſs191 letr, 
»-" 
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Not aRing of a part, but reall 
In a true Dark having my -— bones , 
His hollow cull, yet crawling full of worms, 
I cannot weepe, no not a teare will com. 
Can. Why Sagana,Veia,Eriftho know you not your time? 


SCENn, VI. 
Enter Sagana, Veia, Evittho, 3. witcher. 


Sar. ' Hat would you Beldame ?' 
n V V Can. Hath nottriform'd Hecate put on 
Her Styx-died mantle, is'tnot now fittime 
To worke our charmes in ? _ 
Veia. We hereare ready *gainſt thy ſacred charme. * 
(an. Youtwo, (it by, and beare in minde this charge, 
Who e're you ſee, who eucr1 preſent ; 
Let your tongues be perculliſt in your jaws, 
Stir not, nor ſpeakenot, till the charme be dong. 
Py. Feare nor,jit ſhall be chain'd with filence. 
(em. Night, and Dsanafacred Dueene, 
W hich ener haſt ſpeRaror beene 
Vnto ovrbalefull hideous rights, 
Ne're ated bur in darkeſt nights, 
Now in this fatall herſ-bred houre, 
Shew to my ritesthy greateſt power. 
Erifthowhen my torch ſhall ewinkle, 
Anernall water thou ſhalt ſprinckle 
Abour the roome, now let vs kneele, 
Our heauy burthen Hell ſhall feele : 
Lets all coyn words, now we may ſce 
Who'twasdid worke this prodigie. 
Omnes.. Pluto,great Pluto, we command, 
Thou fend vnto vs out ofhand, 
The ſhapes of thoſe that kild the King, 
Great A gamemnon. 


Infernall Muſique. 
Enter in adumbe ſhew AE gyſthens, and ( lytem. with 
their bloody daggers, looke vpon the bed, goe toit, and 
ſtab, and then mak: a ſhew of gladnes and depart. 


Or.. O'tis aboue my bearing,were Ilinkt here with chains, 
[ 


The Trageaie of Oreſtes. 
I would like Cerberus draw Aleides backs :; 


Stay,ſtay,by heauens, reueng: thai! 11" pon boo 
Nay,l will follow you, ſhould they tuke 
Where e/£rnavomits fire, I would in : 
My mother, Chremneſtra /Egyſthenr,was it they ? 
Nay, I will o'rtake them. 
Can. O ſonne, remember what I told you ſonne, 
Many a rockie hill and ſtony mount, 
Many a ſea, and vaſt s gulfe, 
Stands betwixt themand thee, though they ſeeme neere. 

Gre.O piety! O molt prodigious nature! 

W har creatures haſt thou made to liue on earth ? 

How haſt thou cloath'dblackedarknefſe with a ſcarfe 
Ofvnſtain'd purity,and puta godly face 
Vponportentuous dinells * Oh,how my mother wept ! 
How Clitemneſtrat how that Hiena wept ! 

No more my mother, I abinre the name, 
Shedidnotbring me forth, I know ſhe didnot : 

But 1'1l o'rtake'em ; ſhtw mee Canidia where, 

W hich way they went, where haue they hid rhemfclues. 
Should they mount vp to the chariot of the Sunne, 
And1n his Carre fly to the Antipodes, 

Or in the fartheſt nooke of yonder {pheare : 

Ger vp and place themſclues betwixt Tawrus homes, 
The fire-breathing bull, nor Zerna's Hydra, 

Were thereno entrance butten Lyons 1awes, 

Fd ranne through all,and make my way my ſelfe : 

I'd fix themto the Axell tree of heauen, 

W here their infefious Carcaſſes ſhauld hang, 

Abait for flying ſpirits in the Ayre. 

Canidza,1 thanke theefor thy paines ; 

Still may thy ſacred AQ reuealeſuch deeds, 
Still keepe the gates of Orcu-yawning ope, 
Make and yrs powers yn command. 

Py. But letvs haſte deare friend, this vaſt worids roome: 
Allowes vs none, but thy dead fathers Tombe : 
Here's nanght bur ayres of death,no bed bur ſtones 
Our pillow'sa dead {cul l, companions bones, 

Thi's all our comfort, if wee needs muſtdie, 
We hancagraue prepar'd wherein to lie. 


Greſt, 
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reſt. Now pale Tifrhone, O for thy Snakes ! 
that renonwnedſpirit, that more then man, 
W hom all rhcTroian hoſt could not o'rwhelme, 
Murdred;butwhatbraue warrier wore a crown, 
By guilding a dire {word in his deareblgod? | 
Hetter,nor Prizmgnonor Hrs hinfelte,” * Sd 
Onely his wife was his Belfona now. | 
()miſcrable valour, to ſcape foes, 
And come for te bemurdred of his friends : 
O ſhamefull conqueſt ! O moſt coward Page, 
I hata weake woman was competitor , 
In eAvamepmoss dcacth”: had itbeerngany, yet 
It ſhould haue becnea Goddeſſe at the leaſt , 
And yet ſnece's but a Pucene, a mortall woman. 
Were ſh: 4 Goddeſſe,l would make he mortal; 
Dull coward that Iam, and, worſe then all, 
After ſo many wrongs, vetrvnreneig'd,” 
Thcir Palace now ſhould fire o'r their heads, 
Andthehugebcams daſh out their guilty brains: 
The roofc, thould fall on me, 1o'c fell on them. 
Bcgin renenge, and now performeanat, 
May giuc a theamego all poſterity, 
Euer to taike of, fraught ſo full of horronr, 
ef gyſthens and my mother, may with thcit's, 
Yetnone was euergreaer, yes, my dped. 
Renenge is toſt, ynlciſe we doe cceed, | 

z/. Buta bad morher, fricad, thou ſhouldſt not hurt, 

The law ot nature doth forbid fuch rhougſts. 

Crit. Nor Gonils nor vatare hall keepe mee inawe, 
Why rowards my mothcr, 5y heancns Parliamcin, 
\Vho is moſt gailty, is moſt innoccnt. 

Cn. Shall I thasby ſome magique Art, my ſonnc, 


heir pretures 1m pitre virgin waxe? 


' , x * 
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\nd wound the place where that the hurt ſhould ſtand, 
id io wound them? Greff. Tuſh,this is toolittle. 
{ «#1. Shall I brced them hate? Ore, Too little top. 
Car. Shail T conſume their children > Gre. All this roo 
[ and the hirics ſhall Randa!! amaz'd, (lntle? 
41 Heſhall come therc for to behold 
New Kindo; of uniithers which ſhe knew, not vet 2 
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And nature learne to violate her ſclte, 
I'll inſtantly to th'Court, and what 1 doe, 

My ſelte will ſeedone, yes,and a&t.it too. 

Thanks great Camdza, this blacke night being done, 


Renenge now knowes her game whereat to runge. 
| E xeunt ommer, 


—_— _— ”"— 
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Ac rTt.IlH.Sctx. EF. 
Enter mſtate, «Agyſtheus : Clytemneſtra: Tyndarns : 


Strophins : Eletha: Nutrin: cum noto parts : 


ef g1/t. 1 Eacr but when a royall off-ſpring comes 
From a Kings loynes,can hee be truly King, 

Then doth he fitfirme, rooted in his ſtate, 
Then is hetruly man, and then the Gods, 
He knowesdoe loue him, which when Kings doe want, 
Thecurſe ofnature doth deny them fruit, 
And brands their bed with loath'd ſterility. 

Tynd. e/gyſtbens,fincethe Gods haue ble(T'd yourld, 
Haue carethcir bleſsings turne,not to your woe. 
Your ioy, my daughters ioy,and my ioy too, 
Haue care it be preſeru'd,and brought vp well : | 
And takcheed, ſonne, of Agamemnon: blood, | wy, 
Pierce not with enuy the Babes tender heart. | 

e/£ey/t. Tuſh father, now gotwithourtgriefe | ſpeake, 
All brookes which from the Princely Occan ranne, | 
Are quite dry'd vp, onely E/ettra here,. 
Oardee re Eleftra,whoſe great weight of lone 
Is in our ballance equally ſopoys'd, -: | 
That ſhee ſhall cuer thinke her father liues, 
Our heart ſhall beſo parallell with hers. | 

El. Yes, great &£ogſthens, wer'tbut our mothers vil}, 
What ſhethinkesgoodof, I muſt not thinke ill : 
Beſid*-, your lone c'r:fince my fathers death, 
A: '! © 4me from his departing foule, 
þ '-. v/ith hadreum'd againcin you, 
: roſpetrinfor me, to ſee 

-2b!cd, though the object's chang'd, 


C4 -\ a brother, if you plcag, 
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That T may challenge in yourroyall blood, 
Here doe I tie with all affettons bands, 
My ſelfe vnto this Babe, which isasdeare 
Vnto my foule,as were Oreſtes here. 

Clyr. Daughter, your heart now with obedience ſtrung, 
Makes a ſweet muſique ſounling from your tongue. 
Nurſe, bring the Babe,giue it Elefra,ſo, 

You daughter ſhall haue couerſighe of it. (no, 

N*tr. O,ſhall I part from'tthen? (yz. No,good Nurſe, 
Eleftrawnwth her care, you with your paines. 

Nutr. Now by L«cina, had it gone away, 

I ſh-uld haue fir, and ſob'daway my heart ; 
*Tis the ſweeteſt Babe thatcuer Nurſe did kiſſe. 
e/£ryſt. Looke here g50d father, looke mynobles here, 
Vpon this Babe ſcarce crepr yet out of earth, 
For you ſhall grow an Autumn of ripe yeeres, 
When time hath brought it to maturity, 
Looke on thy Grandchilde, 7 yndarx, ſee, 'tis thine, 
Th:s came from thee,old man, ſee how ir ſmiles 
Vponthe Grandfire, as if wiſe nature had 
Taught him his kindredsnames fore he came forth. 
Tynd. I ſe&t Egyſthens,and my ag*d bloodgrows warme, 
As 1f my ſelfe were a new father made, 
Andall thebleſsings Ican render ir, 
Shal drop like golden ſhowersonthe head : 
Me thinks it doth recall my \liding age, 
And makes {wift time retire bac ine : 
Itdoth vnfold thoſe wrincles in ans, 
W hich griefe and yeere; had fixedas their fignes 
Vpon my brow, and now it ſhall beſeene, 
Alchoug my hayres ate gray, my ioyes are greene. 
C;r. Long may our father his opinion hold, 
An1 you,our daughter, letnot ſiniſter thoughrs 
W rong your ſaſpicious minde,though thisbeing young, 
Itmakes our Lord, and me toſpeake our ioyes, 
Yetour affetion and our naturall loue, 
is nota whit to you diminiſhed. 
A. mother can be mother vnto many, 
And as from one roote hid within the ground, 
Springs mapy flowers,thatlends ſapto all : 
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So from a parents heart runne veines of lone; 

W hich, though to many,they*withour doe flow, 

Yet from one heart, one root, they all doe grow, 
Eleft. Thope our gracious mother cannot thinke 

Wedoe fuſpet her loue, witneſſe this charge, 

Which youhane bleſs'd myarmes and ſoule withall, 

And as your louecommitredit with care, 

My care ſhall till defend itwith my loue. (come' 
Loft We thanke our daughter, come Lord S$ trophins, 

Griete {till ſits heauy on your ſighing hearr 

Be frolike, learne of vs, inall the grace, 

And pleaſure our Conrtextends, you ſhallhaue place. 
Stroph. I thanke my gracious Lord,time hathby rhiz, 

Almoſt eate outthe memory ofour ſonne, 

And fince the heauens let fall their dew onyou, 

And watredeFgos withſuch ſpringing hopes, 

I willnoticeme a ſtocke, vncapable 

Ofſucha generall — bur reuiue P 

Myburied thoughts,and for my ſ ake, 

Old pings. y a 
£gyit. We thanke old Strophwr,andifhonour cat 

Keepe thee ſtill young, ourPrincely hand is wide, 

And freely ſhall extend all graceson thee, = 

And you all our ſubie&ts, which beare part 

Thus in our joy ; and here Idoe proclaime, 

And perſonally from my owne'mouth pronounce, 

Sealing itwith the ſignet of my State, 

A generall immunity roall © © © - 

Murders, rapes, treaſons, thefts, conneyances, 

W hich hauebeene from the birth of our deare childe, 

In allthe confines of our Empire done ; - 

Nor ſhall your licencedate be quite expired, 

Till theſlow veere ſeuen tiies rmnes our his courſe. 

Our ſelfe thus {peake ir; viitill then all's free, | 

Kings win their ſubiefts by immunity. Exeunr omne;. 


AManuers tro phing, E levira. 


Stroph. Elettya, you'are happy in your charge. // 
E lefty. Yes;Vncle,and you happy in my fanour. 
Nur.Madam,ſhal I ſtay here veil you come? crmes back, 


I' El-&, Yes, 
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El:fir, Yes, Nurſe, fir downe and ing.looke to the Babe, 
ts 


I'll onely with my Vncle changea wor 


Nurſe Lullaby, lullaby B aby, 

ſongs, Great Argos #0y, | 
The K ing of Greece thou art beyne to be, 
In deſpight of Troy. 
Reſt ener wait vpon thy head, 
Sleepe cloſe thine eyes, 
The bleſſed guard tend on thy bed 

Of Dentes. ? 
O, how this brow will beſeeme a crowne! 
How theſe lockes will ſrine ! 
Like the rates of the Sun on the ground, 
Theſe lockes of thine. 
The Nurſe of heauen ſtill {end thee milk, 
Meaiſt thou ſuck a D ueene. 
Thy drinke Ioues N and cloaths of ſilke, 
A God mayſt thou ſceme. 
Cupid /it on this Roſean cheeke, 
On theſe rubie lips 

May thy minde bike a Lambe be mecke, 
In the vales which tips , 
Lullaby, Lullaby Baby. 


Ele, Younener heard from my brother, Yncle, 
Nor from your ſonne, they haue beene long away ? 
Srroph. Introth, Eletra,T am in deſpaire, 
Almoſt of euer ſecing-themagaine ; 
Sure if Oreftes line,and cuer heare, 
Vnto what paſſe eEgyſthexs brings his ſtate, 
Seated him in.the throne of his mothers bed;, 
And like toleaue Argos hereditary 
To his poſterity, it cannot e'r beborne, 
Oreſtes fpirit will cndure no ſcorne. 
Ele. Vncle,his long delayes make mee furmite, 
Or he will neuer come,orcome with prize; 
Hee, if now come, hee muſt notſhew himſclfe, 
But line ynknowne,vnnam'd, or change his name. 
Sr. Hisname, Eletira, yes, and's nature too, 


W hich: 
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W hich I doe feare me hee will hardly doc. 
But if we hear notf rom themnow ee long, 

I'11 liſten by ome meanes aboutthe land, 

To heare ofthem ; meane time you to your charge, 
Officious duty muſt our lines enlarge. 


flefF, Come Nurſe. Exemunt. 
S CEN. II. 
Enter Oreſtes, and Pylades. 
Oreſt. , here's the Palace vnder whoſe kinde roofe 


My tender yeeres were gently foftered : 

Burnow the fight on't ſeemes to ſtrike my ſoule, . 

When I but thinke zt holds within the walls, 

The patrons of ſuch luſt incarnate diuells, 

Mere Pythoniſts, that faſcinate the world. 

Pyl. Nay,but Oreſtes, thinkenow of your ſeife, | 
Complaine not of your wrongs, bur ſeeke to right them. 
= _ hane w_ 1th woods ſtill to complaine, 

And to that purpoſe wee may turne againe. 

Whertvp your former thoughts,cnd Fendnot time, 

Toraue, butto reuenge this odiousaR; 

We know they weretheir ſhapes, and no Chymera's. 
Oreſt. O, Pylades, knew I thou art my friend? = 
P31. Ihopeyou thinke it. - Oref. Idoe, I dare ſweareit, 

Sol dare ſweare it was egyſthers, and 

Thedumbe witch, the O, what things enough 

Tobe anattribute to terme her by. 

The Chtemneſtza, O, wee ww her do't. 

Pyt. *Twasablacke deede indeede, 'and paſt all thought 

Oreſt. O, hell it ſelfe has not the patrerneto't : 

Some ſtench, ſome fogs, vapours ſtop their breath, 

Exhald from out the opilhwonde of Styx, 

Dideuer foule, diſaſtrous, friendlike hands, 

Caſt vpſohuge a heape ofhell-bre miſchicte. 

Werel todine to'th depth of Phlagetor, | 

Or ferch young Ganimed from the armes of ove, 

Torend Proſerpinafrom Plats: bed, 

Or take the vulture from off Tires heart, 

And ſet iton my mothers, I'd do't; _ 

F 2 
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1'll breake ope doores,andnayle'em totheir bed ; 
Harka, reuenge calls mee, I, come,lI come, | 
Py!. Nay, ſtill outragious friend, good now containe: 
Your heady fury in wikecoma reyne : 3-0 
Harkento my aduice. Oreff. 'I zwill, deare friend, 
Thou haſt plaid muſiqueto my dolefullſoule ; 
And when my heatt was tympaniz*d with griefe, 
Thoulauedſt out ſome into thy heart from mine, 
And kepſt ir ſo from burſting ; thou halt tide 
W ith thy kinde counſell,as theſe looſned ſtrings, 
They ſhould notcracke aſunder withtheir weight. 
Pyl. Thenliſten now, the beſt plot I can thinke,, 
Is this : wee here wilfiue awhile ynknowne :- 
Oreſtes, thy profeſsion ſhall be phyſicke, 
I as your friend ecompany yon at Churrt ; - 
Carry itneatly,learneafew ſtrange words, 
Palliate your woea While, and coope vp griefe, 
You may intime {o miniſter ro the King, + 
Phyſiques occaſiqn fit renenge may bring: | -'! - 
Oreſt. Rarely inuented, {}peake Amphori (mes. 
Sublim'd purgations, Quinteſſence diſt1l1'd. 
Each doſe I gue ſhalkmakea heart to bleed; ©? 
And proue a truePhyſician ſo indee4. - + - 


Enter Miſnder, hating o'r-heard their taike! 


Ms. "Twas my gaod Genius gaided meherenow, 
To heare conſpiracie; wherefore I'll attach them. 
Sauc you Gentlemen. Ora! -Saueyor too; if you pleaſe...) 
Pyl. Sir, *ewas ſmall! mariners 1 Mterrupr our talke, 
And gineno warning of ycharheing neere!' ' 
Miſ. Wapning?- you ſhall: have warning, yes, ' know 
] heard youboth, andvnderſtood your plot, ' 
You'll enne Phyſician, Sir, andgiueraregliſters, 
Shall worke like S::63»s, to-purge ont hearts, 
You thoughtto a welltzue Phyſicians parts 
Ore. Therefore on thee our medicine firſt ſhall worke. 
411/. Help,murder, Ore. Nay Paraſite I'll gag you, $146s 
You ſhall notfawne againe; br Wag your tayle, bims. 
When the King nods. - A4G/:Ohelpme, F am Nainc. - 
YrOp his breath quickly, ifbut he be dead; 
SY Ws 
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We may eſcape the danger of thetreaſon, 
Nay heis filent ; O bur we are beſet, 


£3 © HE 


Soew, TH. | 
Euter a Lord and others at the oltt=exy; '*- ; 


Lor.}Y Ookeout, me Iheardone grrout murder, 
Some voyce I am ſurediddiſturbethecourt, 

It was Miſanders voyce me thaught thatcried, Spies him 

And ſee hee's flaine ; one whom the Kings eſteeme (dead; 

Did ranke amoug the belt; there azethemurderers, 

Fell-wes, how durſt you thus abuſe the court? 

Got haſte ro'th'Kingatethimthomen beherg: + 7 
Py/ad. Gantiemat, weaglougrs tothe cotrt, // 


| 


Came'here as ftrangers, for toſcethe Ki AOELLASLY 
This man being'comming outy/too foohe fotvs {i 1i; 1 
And for hinyfetfe vs/d vs wnciailly,; Mom ning ring [cs 


We haue been genttemen, though-our, Fertuhetnow: + A 
Haue put "on beggars weeds ourbacks : (| (1 © 
Who anſwering in the ſame fort heg'propos'd, .. 
He ſtrooke vs, and men cannet.indaceblows; 
So thinking much tobe ſtrdokeagdineyt!'! 117 112 1 
He grew fo hot, liedrw'and-madela Staby ,* | 
At which encounter bottrihel him") ,+..'1T 
'Twixt vs, he tooke a wound worte, then we thoirgh 
Togiue, for we didthinke tohane girlennane;, !.!." 11: 
Bur ſince 'tis thus, we muſtappeale to th' King: 1: (7 1 151 / 
Lor. Yes; and ee IIa: FAO 
113 C301 TO TED) ©2703 Cre 2393S GOL | 
Seen, TV, 000 ot, 
Emer /Atyſtou, with a guards") 1 
_ Re : 


fry Guardtheteon vs, here is murder don, 
W har is 245/ander kildour cruſty feruant ? 
Whereare the villaines ? SN 0 + 4 4613 03. ,f000M1L 
Oreſt. O hold good heart; hatke,harke, heads y4willaines, 
FE 01/6. W hat 1s the matter; ſpeake,how cairiehz dead ? 


They ſhall die rwo deaths;that did caixſe him one. 
| Ft 3 0 reſt, 


—_ _— 
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Oreſt. OT am now vndon; he mult firiudge, 
To condemne vs that ſhould maſſacre him. 
7 y:. Nay keepe a temper, hold good friend a while. 
Lord, My gracious Conerdihe cheſs twobe the men, 
W hich haue confe{s'dthedeed : 
eA oyſt. Areyou the men which thus abus'd our ſtate, 
Was: one orbork, it both, you both ſhall dic, 
It one,thatcone, Weare juth rour decree. 


 o b 


""SCEN. V. 
Enter Clyt. Tynd. Strophine,; Eleddra. 


V V Hat,is my: Queenecomcheee,to hieare the cau(e,? 
Wee'llrhenaſcend, and iudge them inſtantly 4/- 
Or. O crack my eye-ſtrings, let theſeballs drop out '(cends 
Or the quick fights like darts fly to their ſouls, (the throne 
And piercetheir entralls; he King, my miorhet Queen! 
TheBri/e:rand Achilles, that im my dreanie, ©: . ; 
Wecome tobe condemndamongit ourtriends, 
I willto ſpeake tothem, Elettra's there; 
And Srrophues your old father; Pylages.” 
Py. Shew thy ſelfevalerous,o*recame thy lelte; 
If we be known, we ſurely arecondemn'd- \ 
e/£eyſt. Father, Lord Srraphins (itand heare the cauſe. 
Chyr. .W hy, my Lord, what is'tmakes the buſines thus ? 
e/Egyſt. My.queene ſhall ſtrait way know,bring themaway, 
Although it is not fallen out of our minde, 
Ot a free ator p: fall faults, 
Committed in the date of ſuch a time, 
Our hand of mercy muſt notbe o ſoft, 
To couer or'e with gentle lenity, 
Such vicerous ſores as theſe; there is no place 
For mercy left; murder muſt not find grace : 
Therefore our doome is paſt, one needs muſt die, . 
Blood ſtill for blood vnto the gods will cry. 
Oreit Then, if thy doome be (ſpent, great King here ſtands ; 
The man that didit,ſhewing his guilty hands. * ' 
Pylad. ONold thy doomea while, it was not he, ' 
His ſerious ſtudies intho learned Arts, "tad 
Hearing 


TheTragedte of Orefles; 


Hearing acute Philoſophers diſpute 
*wixt life and death, and ofa future ſtare 
W onld faine haſte to it; but the man was 1I , 
Belecue not him, *rwas his defire to die. 
Oreſt. No King,'tis he which in his deſperate thoughts, 
Would loofe the bandsbetwyxt hisſonle and him, 
Ones ſelfe againſt ones ſ&lfe is witnes ſtore, 
My ſelfe confeſſes, what wonldſt thou hane more. k4neets. 
Py. Belecue him nor, vpon my knees I vow, 
Theſe hands are only branded with the guilr, 
And for ones blood, let not rwolinesbe fpilt. 
EIS _ my kneesT om oath doe taſe, 
] gaue , my dagger's y yet. 
P lad. That was my King, he tookt from-me, 
' Or. Hedo's me wrong, by heauen *twas ener mine. 
AEgyſt. This doth amaze vs, Inc're yet ſaw two 
Turns Rhetoricians ſoto plead for dearth. | 
Wouldnet the pardon of this odious fat, 
Like afoule ſtench, or an vynwholeſome ayre, 
Sendan infetious vapour through the hand, 
And choake vp Iuſtice; this fidelicy 
Shuuld for this one rime ſet two murderers free: 
(!y. Now goo#my loue, methinkes Þpitry them, 
Andprerhee for my fake, I know them nor, 
Abate thy edge of Inſtice forthis once. 
Oreſt. O:whar ſhe ſpoke, 'rodambe, it had heen berrer: 
AZ gyſt. My-lojie,thou knowſt Inener looke too ſterne;, ' 
Vpona fault chat eouldaskelenityv '(; 117 4 | | 
But this is ſo tranſcendant, andfogrear , 
Ir muſt not be ſlipe without impunity, 
Todoe a haynous murder, and1'thcourr, 
T'th place of Tuſtice, where theKing might heare,, 
Vpon achiefe artendarit of rhe Kings, . 
Murder it ſelfe is paſt all expiation, 
The greateſt crime that Nature doth abhorre, 
Not being, is abominable to her, 
And when webe, makeothers norro be; 
\Tis worſe then beſtiall ,,andwe did nor f,, 
When onely we by natures ayd did live, 
\ Heterogeninus kinde, as ſemibeaſts, 


do 


When 
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When reaſon challeng'd fearcea part lays; ;- 5 
Brt now doth manhogd andeaullity,'s. jo 1; 
$:and at the bar gf juſtice, and there plead,, 1 
How much ther wranged, andghow much defac't 
\V hen man doth dic COD inblood of man, - 
Iadoement it ſelfe would fcargealaw; enact 
Againſt the muzderar,,hinkingitafac,” .;, .. 
Thar man 'gainſtqndwwouldacuer dare commit, 
Since the worſt things of nature-.doe not-it,. 
Gretl. O how-this words now raile againt a.ſinne, 
VV hich beat ypon hys:eqnſcious cough within. - 
His rongaeſpeakes faire, his inparts,lopke.on them, 
And they like Iury-men himſelfecandemne: © |; , |: 
7». Bur Ogreat King, if iuſtice muſ};haue righr, 
Ler me and only guilty in thy fight. ® 
Oreſt. No'eis not King,” 'twas I that didthe deed, - 
And for my ation; lerno other þleed. * £ 
<A oy/t. In troth this make my;:doomc it cannor fall: 
Will none of youconteſſe?- - | ; Strophizs weeps. 
Ore. Yes, 1 confefſe.” Pylad. No King,'tis Iconfeſle. 
Exit. How now Lord Stnophiyr,what aftect you ſo; 
That makes yourteares bewrayers of fome paſszon. 
Stroph. 'My gracious ſoneraigns, this ſtrange. if pecacle 
Renues the memory of niy once great loſſe, 
And mydeare ©ucens; we orice were bleſt with two, 
Which & had link?drthemfelues in bands of Loue, 
As theſetnennow doerſtemeire-me they haue. 
One ſtreame of lone did intwo hearts 1o glide, 
One with the other lin'd;with other dide. 
And would my Queenebe my competitor,  _ 
For our ſons ſake my ſaits ſhould ioyne with her, 
Since Inſticteranes but one, and both will goe; - 
Euen faue them both,and right wrong juſtice fo, 
(!ytem.T good my loue,let iuſtice come and looke, | 
It ſhe can finde in all her ſtatute booke, 
Two men for the ſame crime ſhould rightly die; 
She will not fay ſo, iuſtice.cannothe. 
And ſince they both willdie, let ones loue ſaue 
The others life, and ſo both life ſhall haue. 


Azam, In troth my Queen, and my old Lord haue m__ 
7 Lamm. Well 
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Well, fince your lones are both {© ſtrongly tide, 
And friendſhiplike an old acquaintance ſends 
To her friend, Iuſtice, that ſhe ſhouldbe milde, 
And looks with eyes of mercy, on your fault, 
Conſidering our immunity proclaun'd, 

And {uch petitioners as you both hauegor, 
Death in our ſentencenow ſhall haue noparr, 

W hilſt who ſhould hauc done worſt confeſsion ſtrines, 
Too much confeſsion thus ſanes two mens liues: 
Butnow we maſt demand whatyou made here, 
What buſines or condition you profeſſe. 

Pylad. Great King,our duty owes to thee our liues, 
And were we menthat ftriu'd ro ſetacloud 
Beforetheſe gitts, Art hath inſtructed vs: 

Or we haue purchac't at a moſt dearerate, 
Ofcoſt and labour, yet thy clemency 
Commands vs tolay openall to thee, 

Yet for my ſelfe 1 rather count my ſtate, 

Bleſt that I lighted on this happy man, 
Whoſe accurate and watchfull indagation, 
Hath taught him for to healethe wounds of Nature, 
By his exceeding skill in wholeſomeheards, 
One that when Idid thinke my thredof life 
Hadbeene quite cut, didrie it vp againe, 
Andmakeirt laſt : recald my youthtull dayes, 
And made me 2£fow-like becomthus yong, 
For which great praiſes Idid owe my lite, 
And thence proceeded our late pious ſtrite. 

e/£g. Nay then I'me glad our mercydid extcad 

On men whom ſuchrare vertues doe commend; 
Or loueſhall then grow greater,and our court 
Shall entertaine you, and't may chancewe will, 

My queene and 1 make triall of your skill. 

Oreſt. My gracious ſoneraigne, words mult not hauewings, 
To paſſe andoat-flye the bounds of truth, 
Onely to win the Elvar of opinion; 

But for my friend doth here profeiſe ſo much, 

And for my life doe ſtand fo deeply bound, 

That alf my Art can n&re make recompence, 

Pleaſe but your graces ſelfe and your deare queen, 
G Appunt 


; \% 


(. 
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Appoint the ſecrets of theſafeſt roome, 
To let me ſhew my ſelfe ro none but you;z 
Though Nature dried —=_ roo much time, 

Deny to ſpring in fruire from forth your loynes, 

Or any other ſtrange impediment, 

Or Art preſerues trom fickneſſe ruining, 

And*twill be bleſt to ſhew it to a King. 

e/£gy#t..Ha, prethcelet me ſpeake with thee aparr. 

Thouſtrik'ſton tunes now, make me glad to heare, 
We will commit our {ecreſic to thee, 

Can'ſt water barren wombs with ſuch adew, 
Shall make em fAloriſh and wax greenwith fruit ? 
Although we cannot alrogether blame, 

That Nature hath been too vakind to vs, 

Yerwe would plant each corner of our Realme, 
With ſpringing branches of our royall ſelfe, 

To compaſſe1n our ſtlues,and we ſtandin the midſt: 
Kings in their childrendoe great bleſsing finde, 
And great men loue to propagate their kind. 

Greft, Great Soueraigne, boaſting words ſhall n&re ont- 
The things I will performe,I ſpecake not fame, (weigh 
Bur what I firſt hane faid, 'lIdoe the ſame. 

e/exſt. Welike thy temper well, and we will traſt, 
Therefore this night we will appoint it ſo, 

Thou ſhaltbe guided to our ſecretſt roome, 
And there ſhalt vſe thyskill ; which if it take, 
Or lone ſhall honour thee for Phyſicks fake. 
E xeunt Aegyſt. Clyr.T ind. 

Oreſt. Goodheanens T thanke you, your cffeuall powe: 
Hath ſhewed your iulticein this blefſed houre,T hey take Str. 
Now is occaſion put, thus murder layes * (and E137. back, 
The trap wherein it ſelfe, it ſelfebetrayes. 

Pl. Old Lorda word-with you,Oreft, and with you Lady-. 
PylHadnotyou once aSon-lou'd the young Prince? 
Stop. Yes Sir, but Fates enuied my happines, 
And holds both Princeand San away roo long: 
Orest. And had. not you a-brother Lady once? 
When heard you of him laſt? he. went traucll. 
Ele. Tntruth I had, but I can heare nonews. 7 vey 41/rener 
»o, Oſce.nry ſon, welcome my dearc{t boy. ( 1hemfe _ 
Els 
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Ele. Our brother, our Oreſtsr is come home. 

Stroph. 'Tis they indeed, O how myblood reuijues, 
Let me embracethem, O yer welcome home, 

Now is the Autumne of our ſorrow done. 

E left. What ſilent place hath ſmothered you ſo long ! 
Of what great power haue you counſaile ta'ne, 
Concerning the great plot you had in hand. 

Oreſt. Yncle, and ſifter, we muſt not ſtand now 
Embracing much, and bidding welcome home, 
You ſcebefore I come, how things doe ſtand; 
My buſines haſtens, and my friend, and I, 

Haue yeta greaterproie& to pertormee 
Onely Elettra we muſt haue your ayde, 
To helpe with their child, fornow's the time, 
When bleſt occaſion ftriues to helpe reuenge, 
ele. Why brother, is the child inany faulr, 
That was cr ere when that our Father dide? 
And'tis a luſty boy : O hurt notthar. 
Oreſt. Tuſh, I muſt haue it, it ſhall haue no hurt, | 
Worſe then my Father : E/ef. ShaPtnor, indeed. 
Oreft. Belceue me,no worſe hurt; butlet's be gone- 


T1 betripode Paracelſian. Exewnt [ js 
Sczx. VI. ? _= 


Enter 4 ( hamberlaine, and 4 boy to ſweep the rome. 


Cham. BYv ceepe the roome, ſet each thing in his place, 
The King andqueen take Phyſicke hereto night. 
Boy. Sir, andyou' Il helpe me, Iam ready here, They ſer 
Cham. Fetch them twochairesboy. Boy. Yes, Sir,(4table. 
W hat carpet meane you all be ſpread a'th boord. 
({ ham. That of red velner, ſet the filuercups, 
There may be vſe of them torake the potion: Sets 199 bowls 
$0,now all's well, the roome is wellprepar'd, 


Enter Oreſtes like a D oftor of Phyſicke. 


Orſt. 1sthisthe roome, friend, where the King muſt be? 
Cham. Yes, thisis the roome Sir, 'tis the priuar'ſt,this. 
_ Oreſt. You muſt auoydit then, andrell his Grace, 
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ThatI ſtay here prouided gainſt he come. 
Cham. His grace ſhall know it. Exit, 


SCEN, VII. 
Enter Pylad. with alittle boy in's hand. 


P)7. JF Faith Oreſtes prethee ſpare the child, 
Tt hath no fault,bur*tis too like the mother. 
Greſt. Like my mother, moſt execrable 
Hadſt rank'd the confut'd Chaos ofall fins, 
Thoncouldſt not haue found'out a fault more blacke, 
More ſtincking, more infe&iousto my heart, 
Art like my mother, O tranſcendent crime! 
Child. Some fay P'me eyde like her,but in the face 
T doe refemble moſt the King my father. 
Pyl. Poore babe. 
Oreſt.. The King thy father, yes, too like them both, 
Ghil. Elera ſaies I'me ſomewhatlike! Oreſtes, 
Her brother that is dead. 
Oreſt. How, like Oreſtes | when didſt ſee him child. 
Child. Indeed I nener faw him, but Tloue him. 
\ P3l1d. Alas,deare friend, ſee the pretty knaue. 
Oreft. .W ould thou wert not-my mothers, I could weepe, , 
But ſee, Oſce now my relenting heart, 
Muſt now grow flinty, ſee iny Father, ſec, 
Now to ſhew pitty were.Impliety. 


Enter eAgamemnnons gheſt paſcing or't the ſtage. 
all wounded. 


Ghoſt. Why flaggs renenge? ſee thy now yeelding ſoule, 
Made me burſt ope my ſtrong iawd frakcher, 
And ripthe ſeare-cloth from my wonnded breaſt, 
O can achild ſmile blanke the memory, 
Ofall theſe horrid wounds, which make me grone. 
In the darke cauerns of theyncoucht earth, 
From whence I come for to infe thy foule 
W ithayre of vengeance, may make Atheros, 
Yea, and our ſelues at the performance quake; 
Fruitcof our loynts, firſt vigor of our youth; 
Looke 
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Looke on theſe wounds,as onthe Gorgons head, 

And turnethy heart to ſtone, houering reuenge 

Is falne into thy hands, Ograſpe her cloſe 

By her ſnake knotted front, and make her doc 

Things may incite ahorror to her ſelfe. 

Forget all, mother, in that diſloyall witch, 

Whoſe damned heate raging in ſtrumpetsblood,. 

Soſoone did condiſcend to murder mee. 

By all therites of Father, I conjure thee : 

By Atrens,+Atreus,he whoſe reuengefull ſoule 

Is eccho'd through the world ſuperlatiue; 

Doe thou make Nemeſis as great a feaſt, 

And be enthroniz'd in her firie chaire, 

In her triumphant chariot euer ride, 

In which, . Beares hurry her from the wombeofhell, - 

And beare this Title as thy deferued hire, 

The brane renenger of thy murdred fire. 

Thinke on me, and reuenge. Exiu, 
Oreſt. Stay, ſtay, ind ſee't, 

Stay Spright, thou ſtrik'ft no terror to my ſoule * 

For vnamaz'd I now would dare our-looke 

Ranks of Meds/a't, and the grim aſpe&t 

Ofthe moſt frowning obie& hell affoords : 

Thinke on me,and reuenge- yes,thoſe two words 

Shall ſerue as burthen vnto all-my ats, 

I will reuenge,and then I'll thinke on thee : 

F'll thinke on thee, and thenagaine reuenge, 

And ſtab,and wound, and ſtill Il chinke on thee. 

T haue a dropſie now to ſucke vp fumes, 

And drinke the reaking treames of vengeance fome-: 

Great A ganmenmons Ghoſt,I willbedew, 

Thy hearſe with blood in ſeed of briniſh teares, 

And builda pile vp of their murthred truncks, 

Toburne thy marrowleſſe conſumed bones. 

Arrowes of forked lightning neuer flew, 

More ſwiftly from the awtfull armes of /oxe, 

Then Nemeſi; blacke Scorpions from mee. 


= 


Pyl. 'Twas a ſtrange fight. Ore. 1,didf thou ſee's,triend?” 


All of thoſe wounds will I ſticke in hisbreſt. 
Pyl.' Alas, onewill be enoughtforhim ! 


G& 3 Oxoſlt 
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Or. 1,but Che ſhal have more,a while goby: Pyl. rakes the 
\Vcreall the world their lines, the world ſhould dic. ch:44 
Now Tragedy fetch out thy crimſon robes, aſide 
Andbuckle fare thy purple buskins on, 

Stcep't ten graines deeper in their fcarlet die ; 
This night ſhall giue mee now a deepecarouſe, 
Of (lyremneſtra i and e/Egyfhens blood, 

And Cerberus himſelfe ſtand by to pledge me, 
\Whileſt ro hells fire I ſhall ſacrifice | 

Three Hecatombg; it doth thefuries good, 

When &r wee wet the Altars with fach blood. 
And now yee fiends of hell, each take a place, 
As*rwereſpeRators ata firlt daies play, 

Raiſe all the helliſh winds to expell nature; 

Great Goddeſſegiue me leaue now toforget 

All traines ofduty;all obedient thoughts = 
Die in mee quite : a mothers memory, 

Pious affections take no hold on mee. 

Be all my ſenſescircledin withFiends, 

And let Erynnis hold her flaming brand 

Toguide my murderous ſword; for all lights cle, 
Vaniſh from out this Center,be this roome fraught 
So full of miſchiefe,may makethe Fabricke cracke, 
Andlet no time, now come into my thoughts, 

But that direnight wherein my father di'd. 

Te onelybe a Door now in word, 

Each potion that giue ſhall be my ſword: 

But I mnſt change. 


SCENn. VIII. 
Enter eff gyſthens and Clytemneſtra, in their night-robar. 


T1417 Door, you are buſie for our comming : Ore. 
Oreſt. My gracious Lord,I had no cauſe to faile.lookmy 
Cy. Nay,but is this fit time for phyſick DoRor?on the cups. 
Oreſt. Firſt, Madame, for the phylicke that Igine, 
Now the diaſtall fabrique of your pulſe, 
SE.ewes all your paſcions mol hyſterical, | 
Pleaſcth your grace fit down? one atcach endo'th Tablc. G 
e/Epyſt. 
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efey/h. Yes, muſt weeſit, ſitthere my Qucene. 
Oreſt. Yes, now is Satwyne, gouernour of nature, 
In free coniun&ion withthe t Ven: 
Andiuſt atthis time, ſwpter begat- 
Great Herenles, Sol, Luna, IMexcnyy, 
In that Diameter, now fauour propagation, 
Andnow will my Alexipharmacam, 
Stirre the A naleprique veynesand arteries : 
If you out-line thisnighe, you'll liue to ſee 
A royall, ſtrange, and Princely progeny. - (know'es 
on £1/*. Think'ſt thou fo DoRor ? Oreſt. Thinke it,nay,l 
cm, 
Clyr. Surely hee mcanes to worke rare Art vpon vs. 
Eey. Pray God thy phyſique take. Ore. Yes, it ſhall rake. 
Hem. Pylades binds C [ytemmeſtya to the charre > ''Oreſtes, 
AEgyſthens : Pylades brings #n the child. 


e-£e.Treaſon,we are betraid. Or:/t.Nay,tis your priuat't 


View me well mother,ha,do you know me yet? (room,, 


Here,here's the drugs my Art hath thought vpon, Pr off his 
Bepittileſſe now P/ades, bemyfriend. gone. 
Chiid. O'Helpe me father, elſe theſe men will kill mee. 
«ey. O my boy, my boy. Oreſt. O, yee'r taſt bound, 

Yes, hee is thine, thy face, thy cyes, thy hearr, 
And would I knew wh Nature had couchd moſt, 
Ot thy damnd blood, I thas would ler it out, Srabs the child 
And thus'tſhould fpirr in thy moſt loathed face 
egy. O,now,the heanensraine vengeance on our head 
Child.O mother,mother, ſaue,me ſaue me father. 
Oreſt. Hold Prlades, be ſtedfaſt, for by heaucn 
- He wounds mee, that perſwades me not to wound. 
(yr. Oturne thy bloody weapon on my breſt, 
"Twas this wombe that brought forth this Babe and thee. 
If that be guilty, I haue made ito. 
Ripvpthis place which frſt did bring ehcefortt, 
"Tis Fintreatthce, *tis the mother, the 
W hich gaue thee houſe-roome here: within this brett, 
Vpor whoſe dugsrhy infant lips didKMang. 
Oreſt. It was my father, hemmeatfe1 you, 
W ho many a time hadclipe youin his armes, 
Who made you Quearx of Greece, yes, was hee, 
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Good Agamenmon, he did plead for lite. 
e/£7y/t. Bathe not thy hands in a poore infants blood, 
Nor in thy mothers, | deſerue ro die : 
Andyet remember how my doome tau'd thee, 
How eaſily mercy did obtainegher ſuit. 
Oreſt. Nay, but eAegy/thens,you can agerauate, 
ſodoe ahaynous murther, and i'th Court ; 
'th place of Iuſtice, where the King might heare, 
Vpo! a chiefe attendant of the Kings. 
Murther it ſelfe is paſt all expiation, 
Acrime that nature moſt of all abhorres, 
And looke how manhood and ciuiliry, 
Standart the barre of Tuſtice,and there plead, 
How much they'r wrong'd,and how much defac'd, 
When: man dothdye his hands in blood of may. 
Now harken King, I'll vſethy Rhetorique, 
Thou didſt a haynous murther in the Courr, 
Not which the King did heare,but which hetfelt; 
W hen no petition could (good man) preuaile, 
Therefore this dies, this firſt ſhall haue his due: Stabs it 4 
This miſchiefte done, reuenge ſhall prompta new: gaine,that 
»£2.,the Gods bluſh,and heauen looks pale atthis, the 
\ fathers face beſmear'd with his owne blood. blood [parts 
F Ore. My haſte deceiues my wil;tuſh,al this yer," 9» his face. 
May be call'd pjery, you ſhall taſte roo mother. Tirnes 5t 
(3. O, why dos'tbaniſh1ature from his placc? , to her. 
Looke on thy mothers teares worſe then thoſe grones, 
And pangs ſhe had, when ſhe firſt brought thee Forth, 
W hen of thy friends or parents thou haſt wrong, 
Patience, nottury doth to thee belong. 
I; this the blefGing that thy knee ſhould aske ? 
Repay'ſt thou thus my kiſſes and my teares, 
W hich flow'd from mee to thee intender yceres. 
Oreſt. O why did you ſo baniſh woman-hood, 
\When you andthis damn'd villaine,baſe adulterer, 
Made in my fathers fide ſo many wounds 


b 
Andbroughtabraue old King intothis ſtate: Pull, bones 
See,here's his bones, my pocket can containe | from bus 
Great Agamemnonzand repayd you thus | pocket, 


His kind embraces? all his louing ſignes ? + 1 
LR eEgyſtens, 
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ef gyſtens,youare thirſty yu__ drinke, Fills ewocups 


Yes, you ſhal cleare your t,by heanenyou ſhal. with the 
eAg.O miſchief abone miſchief !whatHeniochins childs blood: 
Bred ona ſtony rock,could &r endure vines it ther, 
To ſee afathers thirſt quench'd with fach blood ? 
Haſt thou no meaſure? hath renenge no end ? 

Ore. Who firſt doth miſchiefe,may keep mean i'th deed, 
But who reuengeth, muſt all meane exceed. 
Nay,mother, wee'llnotbarre you of your draught. 

{yt. O Nature, ſechereall thy lawe infring'd 

A mothers prayers preuailenot with her ſonne. 

Oreſt.Pray with Thyeſteszit ſhall never moue me : 
But firſt, A gyſthexs,do thou haſte renenge. Stabs him. 

eAgyſt. O, I am wounded, O when do'ſt thon end ? 

Or.Nay, I haue ſcarce begun,now mother, you, Stabs hey. 
Sonow I'll ſtandand looke,and on hell call, 
Nay, my reuenge muſt not be viuall ; 
One more for thee «fgyſthew; onely letour, 
Theblood you dranke before. «/£gy##. O, my heart feelesir, 

Oreſt. Now mother you, andyour loue the ſame. 

(tr. Okill mequickly,timeprolongs my woe, 
And fince I muſt die, let me quickly goe. 

Ore#t. You know your ſentence, let him feele hce dics 
W ho ſtrait threats death, knowes not to tyrannize. 

eAf2y. This brings tendeaths. Or. WoulFrwoulda hundred 
One earth's too hittle to renengea King. (bring, 
Hence, hence,adul. zrous ſoule to T antals, 
And let hell know who 'twas ſent thee thither: Hed. 
Now,mother, you ſhall follow,buthe firſt, 
Leſt that like loners you goe hand 1n hand. 

Clyre. Why ſonne, whoſe death is it thou doſt reuenge ? 
Thy fathers ? but on whom? vypon thy mother | 
On her which brought thee forth, which took moſt care, 
To bring thee vp, from whom thou tookſt thy ſelfe, 
Thou'rrſure thou art mine,but doſt not know, 
Who twasbegat thee. Ore, W1l't Baſtardize me? 
Yes, mother,yes, I know Iwas his ſonne : 
Alas ! why,whatare you? a ſenſeleſſe peece| 


Ofrytren earthcandoe as much to corne, | 
H As 


But A gamemmen he that ſeed did ſow, 
And onely vnto him my ſelte I owe 
Andfor him thou ſhaltdie. Cy. O, 


And nothing grieues me, but that Ty 


m_—————_— — — _— — 


On u——— 


Oreſt. YLord'your daughters 


Oreſt. Nay friends, hands off,'tis no P 


Isnot Arrides eldeft ſonne your King ? 


Tygris or Rhenus og what flowing fea, 
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As you to me,beare it,andbring itforth, 


Acr. V. SCinN 


Enter Oreſtes m hi4-gowne : Tyndarns : Strophins : Elettra : 
Pylades : two Lords. 


Should walk. tlice.in: die. ſalt: Hcorrs ſtreame,, 


I confeſſe, 


My conſciencetels mee, I deſerue no leſſe : 

And thus thy mother from thee doth deparr, 

Leauing vexation to torment thy heart : She aver, 
Oreſt. Now friend, TI ſee my father liue againe, 

And in his royall ſtate at Argos Court: 

This is the night in which hee firſt came home, 

Obleffed powers of hell,diuine ( anidra, 

Now am I ſatisfied, now hath —=. a 10N. 


LEP 


My mothers father, did nor {ce her dye. 

Tleinand tell him,mythoughrs mult reueale 
Thoſeats Idve : this night who would conceale 
Now ſoule treumph, whilſt that my deeds ſhall (fine, 
I'th face o'th Court,and all the world know't mine, 


— - — — yy — ———— 


» Un 
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The King's aſleepe,Godbleſſe his Maieſty. (l 
O: doenot wake him, faith 'tis pitty,la 1 
Ty. Whatdoel ſec? ha, blood? thelittle child 
Dead; his daughter bleed, Ag yſters kill'd ? 
Oreſt. Your Lordſhips eyes doe faile, 'tisbut ſpilt w' 
Tynd. Lay hands o'th villaine, tis the Phyſicians de: 


hyſician now: D, 


See, ſee,old Tyndarm,doſt thou know me yet? wer; him , 
Fetch me my Crowne and robes,nay,T'll aſcend : 


Tyr. What haſt thoudone,fouleV iper,tocat our 
Thy mothers bowells, what, was this thy deede.? 
Thy ſilence ſaies 'twasthine, what Tanair 
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Or Tetrhs: ar full tide o'r flow thy banks, 
Still would the ſpots of marder ſticke on them. 
Oreſt. Why Grandfire, I goe not aboutto waſh, 
By heauen, *twas all the fruitI thoagheto win, 
Tothinke all miſchiete here could be no finne. 
Tynd. See, ſce, thy mother, looke vpon hernow, 
On her, whoſe eyes thou haſt for cuer clos'd, 
Which eyes haue often wakned art thy cry, 
And huſh'd thee witha lullaby to leepe : 
See,ſce,theſc hands, which oft with ſo much care, 
Wrapt gently vp thy vnſettender limbs: l 
See, {ce, this face, wont atthy fignes to (mile, 
When nature gaue notieaue vnto thy-tongue. 
To vtter thy childs meaning. 
Gre. See,ſce theſe way. AF naſty rorten bones, 
Which had (o often lock'd his hands in hers ; 
Here ſtood the rougue which oft had call'd her ſweer, 
Deare Glytewmeſtra, and then ſtopt his fpeech, 
And told his loue ina more ſpeaking figne. 
Here ſtood thoſe eyes, which fed vpon her face, 
And made her of thy danghter, a great Queene, 
And ſhee made him a diſh for loathed wormes. 
Tyn. Suppoſe ſhe did,there was but one yet dead;. 
And with ones death againe ſhould be repaid. 
Oreſt. No,Tyndarnrhad I defird but one, 
IT ſhould haue ht Ihaddeſired none. 
Why, methinks, I ſhould too haue kill'd thee, 
The rumber is too little yer of three. 
Tyn. Into what land, what conntry wilt thou fly? 
All earths, all lands,all countries will flic thee : 
The heauens will look with a more cherefull brow 
On (Cerberus. : 
Oreſt, Why, letheauen looke as*ewill, it is my crowne, 
That I haue done an at ſhall make heauen frowne : 
Tynd. O, what earth loues ſo much a guilty ſoule, 
Thatir canbeare thee? Ore. Why, Sir,thisis mine, 
And this ſhall bearemee. Am I notrigh heire? : 
Tynd. Thou heireto kingdomes|! thou a ſubieR rather, 
To helpe to makea Players Tragedie. 


Oreſt. Why, that will makeme ſwell with greater pride, 
H 2 To 
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To thinke my name ſhall drop in lines of blood ; _ 
From {ome great poets quils, who well ſhall paint 
How brauely I reueng'd my fathers death, 
Thatis the thing I with'd,and*tis my glory, 
I ſhall be matter for fo braue a ſtory. 
Bur where's my Crowne? 

r Loxd. No murderers, weell rather ioyne with him, 
This old man here to take away thy life, 
Then ſuch an homicide ſhall frame vs lawes, 
W ho hath himſelfe rac'dour the lawes of Nature. 

2 Lord. Yes,and wee'll ſet here eArgos Crowne on him, 
Who ſhall ena&t ſome puniſhmentfor thee ; 
W hich although none can equalize this deed, 
Yet what our griefes can thinke, all ſhall be done, 
And wee'll forget thou'rt A gamemnons ſonne . 

Ore. Why,thinke you vpon your worſt, I ſcornetocraue; 
I hadthree les, you bur my one ſhall haue. 

Ty», Then ſince 'vile wretch thou haſt commitred that, 

W hich while there is a world; throughont the world 
VVill be pronounc'd fcr the moſt horrid deede 
That ener came into: the thought of man ; 
A thing whichall willtalke of,noneallow; 
I here diſclaimethatname of Grandfather, 
And I muſt quite forget that in thy veynes, 
My blood doth flow, but thinke itthen let out, 
V'Vhenthoulerſt out my daughters ; and ſince you 
Kinde Lords commir the ſtate vnto my yeeres, 
Yeeres too vnft, heauens know, to beare a tate : 
My mind, me thinks,contends for to decree 
Somewhar, which to my ſelfe I dare nor rell : 
Juſt conceiu'd wrath, and my affetion ſtriues,, 
Hate forbids pirty,pitty forbids hate, 
And exile is butbarren puniſhment: 
Yetler me baniſh thee from out theſe eyes, 
Oneuerletthy ſight offend me more, 
All thy contfederates,and all thy friends. 
You, Pj/:des, wich did © ſinoothly cloake, 
The damnde profeſsion hee did _ 
Y ou, Srrophizes. Stroph. My Lord, I know notought, 
Yer,ſtnce one foot is now in Charons boat, 


if 
fo 
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If it pleaſe you, lertother too afloate. 

Tynd. Notſo, but I willbaniſh you the court, 
And you Elettra,come, I muſt forget 
Aﬀettion too towards you, you gaue the child, 
Which you had _ of tothe murderers ſword. 

Ele#. Why Grandlire, Therinnq wrong do finde, 
Sinceall theſe goe, I would not ſtay behinde. 

T yn. Nay, but no one ſhall company the other, 
Hencethou Cocyr«« ſtreame of this offence, 
Strophins & Pylades,Elettra, hence: Exennt Stroph, Pyl.Elef7. 

Oreſt. Why farewell Grandlire,fince thou bidſt, I flie, 
And ſcorn companions for my miſery. Oxit Ore. 
Tynd. Vnto this puniſhment this one moreTadde, 
That none ſhall dare to giue Oreſtes foode, 
And this decree ſhall ſtand ; Iſpeake with griefe, 
And here pronounce Oreſtes no reliefe. 
Hence with theſe an poore child what hadſt thou don ? 
Thy Nurſes prayers, that there might ſpring a roſe, 
Where e'rethou trod'ſt could not keepe _ thy focs- 
Some plague he hath, but ſacha matricide 
Should ncuerdie, although-he euer dide. 


ScEn. II. 
Enter Eleft. and Stroph: 


£1:#. TD Hus neucr leſſe alone, then when alone, 
W here to our ſclues we ſweetly tell our woes, 

Thox Vncle, cheife companion to ourgriefes, 
And ſole partaker of our miſceries, 
W hy doe weliue, when now 'tis come to paſſe, 
It is ſcarce knowne that A gamemmon Was, 
He dies far eaſier, who ar firſt doth drowne, R 
Then he which long doth ſwim,and then ſinks down. 

Stroph. Nay Neece, me thinks I now doe ſee the Hauen, 
Where my ag'de ſoule,muſt leauethis toſsed barke, 
Made weak with yeeres and wTes, yet I commend 
Vnto my Son the heart ofa true friend, 
That's all the will I leane, and lethim Know 
Friendſhip ſhould cuer ry but moſt in woe. 


, 
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And ſo leaue thee Neece, I irſt muſt die, 
Tohaſte a periode tothis Tragedy: He dies. 
Ele. O enuiousFates could you not vic me thus? 
Haue not I griefe inough to burſt my heart ? 
Was my life's thredrwiſted and knit ſo ſtrong ? 
That the keen edge of a!l theſe miſeries 
Canneuer cut it off; - Muſt ] beare more ? 
"Tis all my ſafety now not to be (afe, 
Are there ſomany wayestorid ones life ? 
And can I hitonnone? they ſay thatdeath 
Tseucry where, and yet I finde himnot: 
Tuſh, butI ſeeke him nor, why my awne hand 
Might graſpe him to me, if I did but triue. 
Now hand helpe caſe my hcart,and make a way Stab: hey 
Toler ont griefe, that hath ſo long dwelt here, (/elf+ 
Now knife tha'ſt don good ſeruice, there lic by, 
Heauen welldecrcedit, nothing lite can giue, 
Bur euery thing can make vs notlue. 


ScEn. III, 
Enter Caſſandra. 


NS Priam: ghoſt, haſte, haſte, I ſay rolooke, 

With chearefull eyes on the ſiniſter booke, 

And there to Hec»ba my mother ſhow 

Thetragique ſtory of thy conquered foe. 

And let Andromacha my fiſter ſee, 

Wha t Agamemmontrace is comet) be. 

Now Troy gratifiettiat moſt addoome, 

Conqu we y thoſe that thus themſclus or'ecome, 

Let Gr eecc ſo floriſh ſtill, let Argos be 

Puft with the pride of their grear vitory. 

Letit beareSouldiers, ſo withall itbeare v 

Oreſte: too, ; now! mother neucr fcare 

Argos makes me to laugh, which made thee weep, 

The Troians in-the grauenow ſweetly llcep. 

Their ſorrow hath the end, now theſe begin 

Toouerflow themſelues with mutuall (in: 

Andafter all, Oreftes, we may lee, 

Hath loſt his reaſon, mans ſole proper e. 
G SCEN, 
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SCcEn. IV. 


Pmeer Oreſtes fuvent. 


SANT heauen you ſhall not, nay, I am decree 

Doetcare, teare me, yes, I haue deſeru'die. 
Caſſ. Obrauc, O braue, hee's madas wellas I; 

F'me glad my madnes hath got companie. 
Oreſt. Mother, why mother will you kill my father ? 

_ PI kill you ; wſh, ——_— already. 

Much patience will grow tury in time 

Follow you me, youbeaſt, you damn'd e/fgyſtera, 

I'll hew thee uw by piece, looke of my mather. ' 
Caſſ. Tam ſhe, or one lones thee well. 

[ OrefF. Out you witch, you witch. (a/[Murdercr,murderer, 
Oreſt. Doſt whiſper with thediuells, to torment mee, 

O how they laſh me wittrtheirtnaky whips, * 

Why Me <ra,Megera, wilt not hold thy hatid? 

Are dt too, Erymiy * hay, all hell, 

My Grandfire Atrens he ſtands frghting there, 

Burt hec'll ha'th better on't ; keep Cerberns Keepe , 


Keepethe fates faſt, or all heNbreakes looſe. _ . 
Mother Ice you; O'yottarer whore, © 
Did I kill you witch, dot thou lth, doſt thoy? 
Caf. Why this is fine, my very looks doe whip him... 
Oreſt. Could I but gerthe ſtone from Sy/iphuc, 


I'de daſh thy braines out;Ofare you there I faith, Spies Stro, 


Abed focloſe with your adufterer, *',.. ( and Eleftdead., 


P11 tab your la(furll fobfes with your dwne kijiues..” Srabs 
Caſ.O clap, clap, O'rarebeyond &xpeRation, ( rhem with 

Hold good heart,do notburſt with laughter, (Elettra's knife, 
Oreſt. Will younot wake, feepe,fleepe then your laſt, 

Looke how they fiyithayre,. Caf}, I ſee them feerhem, 
Oreſt. Why Jone Joſt trreanc to ferriem into Heauen, 

OtHh'art come downe, and gon to hell; | 

Pluto,lec Pluto hee's afraid! of them, , 

O ſpare my fides, my ſides,my ſides; theblovd 

Onow yorſtonuch my ribs:: & 

Ca. Hay, liow fie skips,O excellent, whipshimictte, 


- 
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O {weet Cataſtrophy,do'snoneſec'tbut I? 
Clap,clap,againe, wouldall Priams ſons, 
And danghters were here now to helpeme laugh. 

Oreſt.Laſh on, laſh on. Camdsa, art thou there? 
\W hy grandſire would it were to docagaine, 
Nay s/f ac 1 teare no ama poſts, curvente; 
Lavgh'ſt thou, thou witch? 111 follow thee to hell... Z xewer, 


-- $CEN. V. 
Enter Pylad. alone. 


Py/. "T" Hus ſeekingjothers, I haue loſt my ſelfe, 
Is Friend x Jfurhes baniſht, and whilſt 1 
Wander to ſeeke them for ta caſe their woe, 
I heare more griefe proclam'd againſt my friend, 
That none mult faccor, none muſt giue him foode, 
And yet ['ll ſeeke him, and ſhaouldall the lawes, 
That Tyranny ſhould thinke vpon, reſtraine, | 
I'de draw my blood forth for let him drinke, | 
But O what's here?O I haue found too ſoone, Spies S'roph. 
One which I ſought, my Fathers wearied foule (dead. 
In ſighes hath now expired our itſelfe. 
Now © ye Siſters, your great taske is done, 
Youne're vntwinde wharyou haue once begun. 
Thus obuious to our Fates:Cour, ſelues vakind, 
We haſte to ſeeke, that which too ſoone we finde. 
Alas why doe our ſouls tov greedy burn, 
To haſten thither whence we ne're return, , 
Werunto't of our ſelues, though death were flow, 
Should he come tardy, we too ſoone ſhould goe. 
For the firſt day that gines vs our firſt breath, 
Doth make vs a day nearer vnto death. 
All this huge world, which now on earth fo ſtrive, 
To morrow this tyne may notbealiue. 
Great Troy is downe ſince Agamemnon tell, . 
Since my deare Father, which but now was well. 
Oartthou come deare friend, for thee I ſought, EnterOreſe, 
1zr's {one foode yet, in ſpight of allthe lawes : 
Cr-ſt.Wiltbid me to dinner P/uro, ha,with what ? ue 
ule 
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Gine meno ſnakes, I, Lgoe, I goe, 
Vp to ( ytherws top, Ihate thy meate. 

Pyl. Heauens!1 hee's diſtrated,now doth fury righe, 
When thus againſt her ſelfe, her ſelfe doth fight. 
*Tis I man here, *tis Py/ades, not Pluto ; 

Oreſt. Ha,Pylades, 1,they haue baniſht him, 
But grandfire looke too'r, I'll teare out your maw, 
P ylades, Pylades Tcome | 

Pylad. Why I am hee, looke friend, doſt notknow me. 

Oreſt. Yes, yes thou wert with me when I kild my mother 
And ſee, the Furies now would whip thee too, 
eMlettolooke, looke, here's AZetto too, | 
O (lytemneſtra, hay, how the lion sKips, 1 
AndTanrus he would tofſe me on his hornes. 

Looke on the Ramme, ſee theBeare roares at me, | 
And Charon he wouldfling me into Styx. | 

Pylad.He feares the heauenly ſignes, nay then now time | 
Hath broughrrrue puniſhment on euery crime. 

Oreſt. Daſh out the puppets braines, the little boy, 
Thebaſtard, my mothers baſtard : fo blood, ſpin, 
My mother kild my Father, kild the King, 
Bur ſhe got little by't, looke on her bref 
Ttbleeds, it bleeds; fo, ſo eeyſtheres, ſo. 

Pylad. O what aſtrangediſtemper ſtirs his braine, 
Thou gentle Somnw,in whom care doth reſt, 
Kinde father of calddeath, and fon of peace, | 
Which comesto Kings and poore men all alike : | 
Binde his diſturbed braine, tye vp his ſenſe. 
Let him bur liue to die; now tisnotlong 
Before we both ſhall fing our funerall ſong. 

Or, Ha, muſt I finke, can I not keepea lott? / Fals a ſleepe, 
What is the ſtreame fo ſtrong? why then I! dine, 
And cometo hell the ſooner. Pylad. So gentle fleepe, 
Thougather'ſt vp his wandring braines againe, 
Thisis but halfe dead,yet halfe dead he lies, 
Buttis not long ; before he wholly dies. Anſrque within. 
Harke they play muſike;O theſe ſounds do harme, 
Enticing woe with their melodious charme; 
Theſe pleaſe not men in woeztheſcerime doe kerpe, 
But miſeries beſt falling isro __ | 
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Or (tnps 2x: nought but ſobs,our hearts we bring. * 
"Wherecon we pricktthe ſoulefa which we ſing. 
A ſong within together with the muſicke, 


Weepc, weepe you Ar ts, 
B —_ "uy / , 

That firſt to fatall Troy 

Tou tooke your way. 

Weepe Greece, weepe Greece, 

Two Kings are dead, 

Argos, t OS, 10 4 gr ane” 

wes K ig 4? g ' 
No heire, no heire u1 left, b 
But one EN 4 

See s,haſt not tho, 

C wh5j ſad? 

Sleepe, ſleepe wild braine, | 

Reft rocke thy ſence; 

Line if thou canſt | 

To griene for thy offence... | 

Weepe, weepe you Argonauts, c, 


Pyl. Peace Muſique, peace, our plaints haue Inuder cries; 
A heart that's ſad can ncuer harmonize. 
Griefe cannot keepe his time, all time's too long, 
Sighs are beſt ſembricfes ro his doletull Song. 
My ditties mournefull though thou ſweetly play. 
Thus doe we all euen blow our liues away. 
Bat doeſt thou wake Oreſtes ? is reſtfled, Oreſt. wakes.” 
Sleep ne're dwells long in a moleſted head, | 
Oreft. Harke, harke the Furies entertaine my mother, 
Orpheus wenld fetch Exridice from Hell, 
S:e,he lookes back, wouldf(t venter fo thou foole, 
'de ſee my motherburnt before Ide goe, 
Why ſhouldſt thon bring her ?-ſhe would Rifle thee, 
Stifle thee in thy bedas my mother did- 
Pylad. Still harping onthy mother ? Greft, Harping, no, 
Let Orpheus harpe :. O, I, ſhe was,ſhe was, 
A very,very Harpie.. Py. Thus madnes playes, 
ceps a certaine meaſure in his words, 
Oreft..0 1 fackt outmy mothers deareſt blood, 
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Idid indeed, © ſhe plagues me Frr'tnow, 
OI muſt goe lie downe in Ty: place, 
1xien too, he Sir would faine reſi 
I ſcorne your petty plagues, I'll have a worſe, 
O the vulture, the wheele, the vulture. 
Pyl. See how his conſcious thoughts, like fiends of hel, 
Doe arme themſelues, and laſh hisguilry ſoule, 
He ſce'sno vulture, nor noScorpion ſtrikes, 
Yet doth his conſcience whip his bloody heart, 
He necds no witneſſes, he hath within 
A thouſand thoughts which teltific his ſin. 
No puniſhment ſo ſtrickt, no deadly ſmart, R 
As priuate guiltthar ſmireth on the hearr. 
Oreſt. T did, I confeſſe I'did, I kild themall, 
Ript vpthe wombe that bare me ; nay I did, 
O T antalus thy plague, ſome meate, ſome meate, 
Who pulls thoſeapples hence?let them alone, 
Nay finke ro the bottom, I will follow thee, Lier downe ts 


The riuers drie, my mother hath drunke all. drinke. 
Py. Alas,come, poe with me, we will finde drinke. _ 
Ore#t. Is Pluto's Cay ope, his drinkstoo hor, page" 


I doubt *twill ſcald me, butV'lltaſte on'r yer PI 
Th' Ewmenides ſtand to whip meas I goe, 
Nay I will paſſe you, I will our-lip them all. Exit curren 
Pl. See in his conſcience lies hels puniſhment, | 
Our own thoughts iudges none are innocent. Exit. 


Sczen. VI. 
Enter 2. Lords. 


I Lad \/ E that haue here ben born to ſee thischanges 
May leaue the court , andrtell our children 

Ofthe dire fall of /nachas greathouſe, (tales, 

The young Prince mad, the Princefſe kild her ſelfe, 

Old Strophins dead from griefe; and murder heapr, 

Corps vpon corps, as ifthey menttinuite, 

Allhell ro ſupper, or ſom Iouiall nighr. 

2 Loy. Naybutmy Lord this is moſt pittifull, * 


Thatthe yong Prince ſhould thus from doreto dore, . 
I 2 9 
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Beg for his foode, and yet n1ne dare to giue, 
Iſfaw him wandring yeſterday alone, 
Flying from eucry crow, or pratling Pie, 
Crying out mother, and as if there had 
Tormenting Furies —_— him with fraud, 
And truth Ithoughtto tell old Tyndarns, 
To'/moue his ruthfull yeeres to pitty him, 
And will you ioyne petitioner with me, 
Weell tell rhe cauſe, *tis good to caſe miſery. 
1 Lord. My Lord LHikeyour motion, and willioyne ' 
Yor 4 gamemnons ſake my honor'd Maſter. E xennt. 


SCEN, VII. 
Enter Oreſte:, Pylades, with naked rapiers. 


reſt Y Fury leanes me, now I'meat my laſt, 
1} Andnow me thinksthoutruely art afriend, 
Now with vndaunted fpirit preuent my griefe, 
And let thy rapier drinkeblood greedily, 
As if it lou'd it, cauſe it is thy fricnd, 
Now ridmeof my woe, thy friendly vow, 
Neuer did truely how it ſelfetill now : 
P31. Why then deare friend I thus cre this arme, 
And will be ſtrong to thee, asthou to me, 
Wee'll looke vpon our deathes with better face, 
Then Rthers doe on life; come Tyndars,ſec, 
Weſcorneto line when all our friends are dead, . 
Nor ſhall thy Fury make baſe famine be 
The executioner to my deareſt friend, 
Whilſt I can kill him , therefore ſpight of thee, 
Wee'll free our ſelues paſt all calamity, 

Oreſt. Yes Pylades, we will beguile our time, | 
And make him ſearch through euery nooke a'th world, | 
Ithe in all hts racecan cuerpie, 

Two that like vs did line like vs diddie : 

But we delay our death, now brauely come, 

And the laſt parting word ſhallbe ſtrike home. they run at 

Py1.O brauely rſtook deare friend yet once again.one avorLey 
O»/t.Yes at one thruſt two friendsmuſt notbe ſlain,» gu 
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O, how I loue theſe wounds, heauen dropping ſhowers, 
When the outragious dogge makes clouds ofduſt 
Vpon the thirſty earth, come notmore ſweer, 
Then the bleſt {treames of blood, thy rapier raines. 
Hence weapon : for my loynesnow ſcorne all props, 
But my friends armes, O,beare good leggs a while, 
The weight of murder fits vpon my ſoule, 
And bends my ſtaggering toynts vnto the earth. 

Pyt. Haſte, haſte, I faint, but O, yer ler my ſtrength 
Be Atlas to ſuſtaine the falling world ; 
Breath, breath ſweet vapours of two rruſty hearts, 
Andletour breaths aſcend to heauen before, 
To make a roome hard by the frozen pole, 
Where that our winged ſoules ſhall mount and fir, 
More gloriousthen the Concubines of Zowe, 
Wreath'd with a crowne of rich enamel'd ſtarres, 
Leaning all ages todeplore our death ; 
That friendſhips abſtratt periſh with our breath : 

Oreſt. Fly thou beſt part of man, where Hecate 
Borne on the ſwarthy ſhoulders of the Euen, 
Sits in a-groue of oakes, tillgray eye'd morne, 
Bids her to throw offnights blacke Can»pie. 

Pyl. Wiltdie before me? Stay, ſtay, I come. 

Oreſt. O graſpeme then, our names like Gemsnr, 
Shall make new ſtarres for twadorne the skie. 
Is thy breathgone? Py. O, yes, 'tis almoſt paſt, 
Then both together, thus wee'll breath our laſt. 


They fall downe dead, embracing each other. 


Screen. VIIT. 


Enter inhaſte Tyndarns, Lords, with others. 
(much; 


T na. Ent they this way ?, my Lords, you'moue mee 
: V Vena | find him A 1 Av {eat himnew, 

In his right Kingdome, which doth weigh downe mce- 
t Lord. Ifee my Lord Oreſter, and his friend, 

Without your leane haue made themſelues an end. 
Tynd. Thennow is Argos Court like to ſome ſtage, 


1 3 W hen. 
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W hen the ad plot fills it with murdred Trunckes, 
Andnone areleft aliuc bur onely one, 

To aske the kinde ſpeRators (plandsre 

All clſe haue bid (val*re) to the world, 

The man reſeru'd for that, is Tyndarus, 

'W ho thus hath ſeen his childrens childrens end, 
H1s Grandchild,a bad ſonne, a moſt deare friend; 
The Scene muſt now be ouerflow'd withgrones, 
Each man ſits downe to waile his prinate mones: 
One for the Queendoth weeponetor the King, 
All raſte rhe birter waters of this Spring : 

The Nurſebewails the child, that part ſhe beares, 
All hane their ſubie&s to bedew with tcares ; 
Each one yet hauebutone ; butall of mee, 
Challenge a part in griefes ſad ſympathy. 
Oreſtes,Clytemmeſtra, T muſt call, 

Theſe all for mine, thus muſt I weepe for all : 
Let none belicuethis deed, or if they doe. 

Let them belicue this puniſhment then too. 

'Tis vile to hate a Father, but ſuch loue, 
Asbreedsa hate to'th mother, worſe deth proue: 
Our life conſiſts of ayre, our ſtze of winde, 
Allthings weleaue behind vs which wee find, 
Saning our faults; witneſſe Oreftes here, 

V Vho was his owne tormentor, his owne feare. 
VVho flying all, yet could not fly himſeltfe, 

Bur ond muſt ſhipwrack vpon murders ſhelfe : 
Andſo his breſt made hard with miſcrie, 

He grew himſelfe to be hisenemy. 

Thus griefe and gladneſle ſtill by turnes docome, 
Bur pleaſure leaſtwhile doth poſſeſſe the roome. 
Long nights of griefe may laſt, but lo, oneday 
Ofſhining comfort \lideth ſoone away. 

He, whom all feare on carth, muſt feare a fate, 
For all our powersare ſubordinate : 

Three howres ſpace thus well can repreſent, 
Vices contriu'd and murders puniſhment. 

A Monarchs life can in this little ſpace 

Shew all the pompethatall the time doth grace 
His riſings and his falls,and in one ſpan 
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Ff time, can ſhew the vanity of man. 

For none of vs can ſo command the powers 

That we may ſay,tomorrow ſhall be ours. 

Now Fortunes w heele is turn'd,and time doth call, 
To ſolemnize this friendly funeral. 

No force ſo great, no ſodifaſter was 

As can vnknit the bands which holdeth ftrong 
Vnited hearts: who ſince they thus are dead, - 
One roome, one tombe ſhall holdrhem buried: 
Andas theſe friends joyn'd hands to beare their Fate ; 
So wedefire you toimutate- 

V'Vhofince boy allaredead,we needs muſt craue 
Your gentle hands to bring them to their graue- 


